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It seems to be a kind of respect due to the memory of 
excellent men, especially of those whom their wit and 
learning have made famous, to deliver some accoant of 
themselves, as well as their works, to posterity. For this 
reason, how fond do we see some people of discovering any 
little personal story of the great men of antiquity ! Their 
iamihes, the conmion accidents of their lives, and even their 
shape, make, and features, have been the subject of critical 
inquiries. How trifling soever this curiosity may seem to 
be, it is certainly very natural ; and we are hardly satisfied 
with an account of any remarkable person, till we have 
heard him described even to the very clothes he wears. 
As for what relates to men of letters, the knowledge of an 
author may sometimes conduce to the better understanding 
his book ; and though the works of Mr. Shakespeare may 
seem to many not to want a comment, yet I fancy some lit- 
tle account of the man himself may not be thought impro- 
per to go along with them. 

He was the son of Mr. John Shakespeare, and was bom 
at Stratford-upon-Avon, in Warwickshire, in April, 1564. 
His family, as appears by the register and public writings 
relating to that town, were of good figure and fashion there, 
and are mentioned as gentlemen. His father, who was a 
considerable dealer in wool, had so large a family, ten chil- 
dren in all, that though he was his eldest son, he could give 
him no better education than his own employment. He 
bad bred him, it is true, for some time, at a free-school, 
where, it is probable, he acquired what Latin he was mas- 
ter of : but the narrowness of his circumstances, and the 
want of hie assistance at home, forced his father to witfaj 
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draw him from theuce, and unhappily prevented his further 
proficiency m that language. It is without controversy, 
th:it in his works we scarce tind any traces of any thing that 
looks like an imitation of the ancients. The delicacy of 
his taste, and the natural bent of his own great genius, 
(equal, if not superior, to some of the best of theirs,) would 
certainly have led him to read and study them with so much 

gleasure, that some of their fme images would naturally 
ave insinuated themselves into, and been mixed with, Iiis 
own writings ; so that his not copying at least something from 
thom, may be an argument of his never having read them. 
Whether his ignorance of the ancients were a disadvantage 
to him or no, may admit of a dispute : for though the 
knowledge of them might have made him more correct, 
jet it is not improbable, but that the regularity and defer- 
ence for them, which would have attended that correct- 
ness, might have restrained some of that fire, impetuoi^ity, 
and even beautiful extravagance, which we admire in Shake- 
speare : and I believe we are better pleased with those 
thoughts, altogether new and uncommon, which his own 
imagination supplied him so abundantly with, than if he 
had given us the most beautiful passages out of the Greek 
and Latin poets, and that in the most agreeable manner 
that it was possible for a master of the English language 
to deliver them. 

Upon his leaving school, he seems to have given en- 
tirely into that way of living which his father proposed to 
him ; and in order to settle in the world after a family 
manner, he thought fit to marry while he was yet very 
young. His wife was the daughter of one Hathaway, said 
to have been a substantial yeoman in the neighbourhood 
of Stratford. In this kind of settlement he continued for 
eomc time, till an extravagance that he was guilty of, for- 
ced him both out of his country, and that way of living 
which he had taken up ; and though it seemed at first to 
be a blemish upon his good manners, and a misfortune to 
him, yet it afterwards happily proved the occasion of ex- 
erting one of the greatest geniuses that ever was knomi 
in dramatic poetry. He had, by a misfortune common 
enough to young fellows, fallen into ill company ; and 
amongst them, some that made a frequent practice of 
deer-stealing, engaged him more than once in rob- 
bing a park that belonged to Sir Thomas Lucy, of Charle- 
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cote, near Stratford. For this he was prosecuted by that 
gentleman, as he thought, somewhat too severely ; and in 
order to revenge that ill usage, he made a ballad upon 
him. And though this, probably the first essay of his po- 
etry, be lost, yet it is said to have been so very bitter, 
that it redoubled the prosecution against him to that de- 
gree, that he was obUged to leave his business and family 
in Warwickshire, for some time, and shelter himself in 
London. 

It is at this time, and upon this accident, that he is said 
to have made his first acquaintance in the playhouse. 
He was received into the company then in being, at first 
in a very mean rank ; but his admirable wit, and the natu- 
ral turn of it to the stage, soon distinguighed him, if not as 
an extraordinary actor, yet as an excellent writer. His 
name is printed, as the custom was in those times, amongst 
those of the other players, before some old plays, but with- 
out any particular account of what sort of parts he used to 
play ; and though I have inquired, I could never meet 
with any further account of him this way, than that the to]> 
of his performance was the Ghost in his own Hamlet, I 
should have been much more pleased, to have learned 
from some certain authority, which was the first play he 
wrote.* It would be, without doubt, a pleasure to any 
man, curious in things of this kind, to see and know what 
was the first essay of a fancy like Shakespeare^s. Perhaps 
we are not to look for his beginnings, hke those of other 
authors, among their least perfect writings ; art had so lit- 
tle, and nature so large a share in what he did, that, for aught 
I know, the performances of his youth, as they were the 
most vigorous, and had the most tire and strength of ima- 
gination in them, were the best. I would not be thought 
by this to mean, that his fancy ifvas so loose and extrava- 
gant, as to be independent of the rule and government of 
judgment ; but that what he thought, was commonly so 
great, so justly and rightly conceived in itself, that it want- 
ed httle or no correction, and was immediately approved 
by an impartial judgment at the first sight. Cut though 
the order of time in which the several pieces were written 
be generally uncertain, yet there are passages in some 

* The highest date T can yet fijHl is Romeo ud Juliet, in 1537, when the author 
wts thirtjr-three ^earsold ; and Richard II. and 111. is the next year, vh. the 
tUrtr-fourtli of his ace. 
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few of them which seem to tix their dates. So the Chorus 
at the end of the 4th act of Henry the Fifth, by a compli- 
■lent very handsomely turned to the earl of E^ex, shews 
the play to have been written when that lord was general 
ibr the queen in Ireland ; and his elogy upon queen Eliz- 
abeth, and her successor king James, m the latter end of 
his Henry the Eighth, is a proof of that play's being written 
af^cr the accession of the latterof those two princes to the 
crown of England. Whatever the particular times of his 
writing were, the people of his age, who began to grow 
wonderfully fond of diversions of this kind, could not but be 
highly pleased to see a genius arise amongst them of so 
pleasurable, so rich a vein, and so plentifully capable of 
furnishing their favourite entertainments. Besides the ad- 
Tantages of his wit, he was in himself a good-natured man, 
of great sweetness in his manners, and a most agreeable 
companion ; so that it is no wonder, if, with so many good 
qualities, he made himself acquainted with the best conver- 
sations of those times. Queen Elizabeth had several of 
his plays acted before her, and without doubt gave \\\m 
many g^cious marks of her favour. It is that maiden 
princess plainly whom he intends by 

a fair restal, throned by the west. 

A Mid$ummer-N%ghC$ Dream. 

and that whole passage is a compliment very properly 
brought in, and very handsomely apphed to her. She was 
so well pleased with that admirable character of Falstaff, 
in The Two Parts of Henry the Fourth, that she command- 
ed him to continue it for one play more, and to show him 
in love. This is said to be the occasion of his writing The 
Merry Wives of Windsor. How well she was obeyed, the 
play itself is an admirable proof. Upon this occasion it 
may not be improper to observe, that this part of Falstaff 
is said to have been written originally under the name of 
Oldcastle ;* some of that family being then remaining, the 
queen was pleased to command him to alter it ; upon which 
he made use of Falstaff. The present offence was indeed 
avoided ; but I do not know whether the author may not 
have been somewhat to blame in his second choice, since 

* 8m the EpUofue to Henry the Fourth. 
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it 18 certain that Sir John Falstaff, who was a knight of the 
gartt^r, and a lieutenant-general, was a name of distinguish- 
ed merit in the wars in France, in Henry the Fifth's and 
Henry the Sixth's times. What grace soerer the queen 
conferred upon him, it was not to her only he owed the 
fortune which the reputation of his wit made. He had 
the honour to meet with many great and uncommon marki 
of favour and friendship from the earl of Southampton, fa* 
mous in the histories of that time for his friendship to the 
unfortunate earl of Essex. It was to that nohle lord that 
he dedicated his poem of Venus and Adonis, There is one 
int<tance so singular in the magnificence of this patron of 
Shakespeare, that if I had not been assured that the story wis 
handed dofvn by Sir William D^Avenant, who was probably 
very well acquainted with his affairs, I ^ihould not have ven- 
tured to have inserted, that my lord Southampton at one 
time gave him a thousand pounds, to enable him to go 
through with a purchase which he heard he had a mind to ; 
a bounty very groat, and very rare at any time, and 
almost equal to that profuse generosity the present age has 
shewn to French dancers and Italian singers. 

What particular habitude or friendships he contracted 
with private men, 1 have not been able to learn, more than 
that every one, who had a true taste of merit, and could 
distinguish men, had generally a just value and esteem for 
him. His exceeding candour and good nature must cer* 
tainly have inclined all the gentler part of the world to 
love him, as the power of his wit obliged the men of the 
most dehcate knowledge and polite learning to admire him. 

His acquaintance with Ben Jonson began with a remark- 
able piece of humanity and good nature. Mr. Jonson, 
who was at that time altogether unknown to the world, had 
offered one of his plays to the players, in order to have it 
acted ; and the persons into whose hands it was put, afler 
having turned it carelessly and superciliously over, were 
just upon returning it to him with an ill*natured answer, 
that it would be of no service to their company ; when Shake- 
speare luckily cast his eye upon it, and found something so 
well in it, as to engage him first to read it through, and 
aflerwards to recommend Mr. Jonson and his writings to 
the pubUc. Jonson was certainly a very good scholar, 
and in that had the advantage of Shakespeare ; though at 
the same time I believe it must be allowed, that what na- 

Vol. 1. A 2 • 
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tore gare the latter, was more than a balance for what 
books had given the former ; and the judgment of a great 
man upon this occasion was, 1 think, very just and pro- 
per. In a conversation between Sir John Suckling, Sir 
tYiHiam D'Avenant, Endymion Porter, Mr. Hales of Eton, 
pmd Ben Jonson ; Sir John Suckling, who was a professed 
admirer of Shakespeare, had undertaken his defence against 
Ben Jonson with some warmth ; Mr. Hales, who had sat 
0till for some time, told them. That if Mr, Shaketpeare had 
mot read the ancients^ he had likewise not stolen any thing 
from them ; and that if he would produce any one topic 
finely treated hy any one of them, he would undertake to shew 
tomething upon the same subject at least as well written by 
Shakespeare, 

The latter part of his life was spent, as all men of good 
sense will wish theirs may be, in ease, retirement, and the 
conversation of his friends. He had the good fortune to 
gather an estate equal to his occasion, and, in that, to his 
wish ; and is said to have spent some years before his death 
at his native Stratford. His pleasurable wit and good na- 
ture engaged him in the acquaintance, and entitled him to 
the friendship, of the gentlemen of the neighbourhood. 
Amongst them, it is a story almost still remembered in that 
country, that he had^a particular intimacy with Mr. Combe, 
an old gentleman noted thereabouts for his wealth and 
usury : it happened, that in a pleasant conversation among 
their conmion friends, Mr. Combe told Shakespeare in a 
laughing manner, that he fancied he intended to write his 
epitaph, if he happened to outlive him ; and since he could 
not know what might be said of him when he was dead, 
he desired it might be done inmicdiately : upon which 
Shakespeare gave him these four verses : 

Ten in the hundred lies here ingrav'd ; 

'Tis a hundred to ten his soul is not sav'd : 

If any man ask. Who lies in this tomb ? 

Oh ! ho ! quoth the devil, 'tis my John-a-Combe. 

But the sharpness of the satire is said to have stung the 
nan so severely, that he never forgave it. 

He died in the 53d year of his age,'* and was buried on 

* He died on hit birtb-<laj, April 33, 1616, and hid exactlj completed 
'" flfty-aecood jear. 
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the north side of the chancel, in the great chnrch at Strat- 
ford, where a monument is placed in the wall. On bis 
grave -stone underneath is, 

Good friend, for Jesus' sake forhear 
To dig the dust enclosed here : 
Blest he the man that spares these stones, 
And curst he he that moves my hones. 

He had three daughters, of which two lived to he mar- 
ried ; Judith, the elder, to one Mr. Thomas Q,uiney, hy 
whom she had three sons, who all died without children ; 
and Susanna, who was his favourite, to Dr. John Hall, 
a physician of good reputation in that country. She left 
one child only, a daughter, who was married, first, to 
Thomas Nashe, Esq. and afterwards to Sir John Barnard of 
Ahington, hut died likewise without i^sue. 

Tbisiis what I could leamof any note, either relating to 
himself or family: the character of the man is best seen 
in his writings. But since Ben Jonson has made a sort of 
an essay towards it in his Discoveries^ I will give it in hii 
words : 

'^ I remember the players have oAen mentioned it at 
*' an honour to Shakespeare, that in writing (whatsoever he 
^' penned) he never blotted out a line. My answer hath 
'^ been, Wuuld he had blotted a thousand! which they thought 
*' a malevolent speech. I had not told posterity thi;*, bat 
*' for their ignorance, who chose that circumstance to com- 
** mend their friend by, wherein he most faulted : and to 
*' justify mine own candour, for I loved the man, and do 
*^ honour his memory, on this side idolatry, as much as any. 
*' He was, indeed, honest, and of an o[)en and free nature, 
*' had an excellent fancy, brave notions, and gentle expres- 
** sions ; wherein he flowed with that facility, that some* 
'* times it was necessary he should be stopped : Sufflam- 
'' inandus erat, as Augustus said of Haterius. His wit was 
^* in his own power ; would the rule of it had been so 
*^ too I Many times he fell into those things which could 
^' not escape laughter ; as when he said in the person of 
*' Cxsar, one. speaking to him, 

" Caesar, thou dost me wrong.'* 

'* He replied : 
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*' Cssar did neyer wrong, bat with just cause ;^ 

** and such like, which were ridiculous. But he redeemed 
** his Fices with his virtues : there was erer more in him 
^* to he praised than to be pardoned/' 

As for the passage which he mentions out of Shakespeare, 
there is somewhat hke it in Julius Casar, but without the 
absurdity ; nor did 1 ever meet with it in any edition that 
I have seen, as quoted by Mr. Jonson. Besides his plays 
in this edition, there are two or three ascribed to him by 
Mr. Langbaine, which 1 have never seen, and know nothing 
of. He writ likewise Fenut and Adonis, and Tarquin and 
tMcrece^ in stanzas, which have been printed in a late col- 
lection of poems. As to the character given of him by 
Ben Jonson, there is a good deal true in it : but I believe it 
may be as well expressed by what Horace says of the first 
Romans, who wrote tragedy upon the Greek models, (or 
indeed translated them,) in his epistle to Augustus. 

• naturd sublimis et acer : 

Nam spiral tragicum satis, etfeliciter audet, 
Sed turpem putat in chartis metuitque lituram. 

As I have not proposed to myself to enter into a large 
and complete criticism upon Shakespeare's works, so I will 
only take the liberty, with all due submission to the judg- 
ment of others, to observe some of those things 1 have been 
pleased with in looking him over. 

His plays are properly to be distinguished only into com* 
edies and tragedies. Those which are called histories, 
and even some of his comedies, are really tragedies, with 
a run or mixture of comedy amongst them. That way of 



* If ever ther« was such a lioe written by Shakespeare, 1 iliould fancy it misht 
have ita place, vol. 6. Julius Ceaar, act 3, scene 2, tbua : 

——Cesar has had great wrong;. 

3 Pleb. C«tar had oerer wrong, but with just cause ; 

and very hunx>rou8ly in the character of a Plebeian.— One might believe Ben 
Jonsoo*s remark was made upon no better credit than some blunder of an actor 
is speaking that Terse near the beginning of the third act :•— 

Know, Cesar doth not wrong; nor without cause 
Will he be satisfied. 

But the verse, as cited by Ben Jonson, does not connect with nill he bt la- 
ti^ed. Perhaps this play was never printed in Ben JonsoD^s time, and so be ha*! 
— "^'iSto judge by but as the actor pleased to speak it POFK. 
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ihigi-comedy was the common mistake of that age ; and is 
indeed become so agreeable to the English taste, that 
though the severer critics among us cannot bear it, jet 
the generality of our audiences seem to be better pleased 
with it than with an exact tragedy. The Merry Wives of 
Windsor, The Comedy of Errors, and The Taming of me 
Wtrew, are all pure comedy ; the rest, however they are 
called, have something of both kinds. It is not very easy 
to determine which way of writing he was most excellent 
in. There is certainly a great dead of entertainment in his 
comical humours ; and though they did not then strike at aH 
ranks of people, as the satire of the present age has taken 
the liberty to do, yet there is a pleasing and a well-dis- 
tinguished variety in those characters which he thought fit 
to meddle with. Falstaff is allowed by every body to be 
a master-piece. The character is always well sustained, 
though drawn out into the length of three plays : and even 
the account of his death, given by his old landlady, Mrs. 
Quickly, in the first act of Henry the fifth, though it be 
extremely natural, is yet as diverting as any part of his 
life. If there be any fault in the draught he has made of 
this lewd old fellow, it is, that though he has made him a 
thief, lying, cowardly, vain-glorious, and in short every way 
vicious, yet he has given him so much wit as to render him 
almost too ag^eable ; and I do not know whether some 
people have not, in remembrance of the diversion he had 
formerly afforded them, been sorry to see his friend Hal 
use him so scurvily when he comes to the crown in the 
end of The Second Part of Henry the Fourth. Amonnt 
other extravagances, in T%e Merry Wives of Windsor, ne 
)ias made him a deer-stealcr, that he might, at the same 
time, remember his Warwickshire prosecutor, under the 
name of Justice Shallow ; he has given him very near the 
same coat of arms, which Dugdale, in his Antiquities of that 
cotmty, describes for a &mily there, and makes the Welsh 
parson descant very pleasantly upon them. That whole 
play is admirable ; the humours are various and well op* 
posed ; the main design, which is to cure Ford of his un- 
reasonable jealousy, is extremely well conducted. In 
Th€ Tacelfth'Night there is something singularly ridiculous 
and pleasant in the fantastical steward Malvolio. The para- 
site and the vain-glorious in Parolles, in AlVs -well that ends 
well, is as good as any thing of that kind in Plaatus or 
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Terence. Petruchio, in 77ie Taming of the Shrev, is an ud* 
common piece of humour. The conversation of Benedtck 
and Beatrice, in Much Ado about Nothings and of Rosalind, 
in As you like it, have much wit and sprightliness all 
doni^. His clowns, without which character there tvas 
hardly any play writ in that time, are all very entertaining ; 
and, I believe, Thersites in Troilut and Crettida, and 
Apcnantus in TVmon, will be allowed to be master-pieces 
of ill-nature and satirical snarling. To these I might add, 
thn» incomparable character of Shylock the Jew, in The 
Merchant of Venice : but though we have seen that play 
re eived and acted as a comedy, and the part of the Jew 
performed by an excellent comedian, yet I cannot but think 
it was designed tragically by the author. There appears 
in it such a deadly spirit of revenge, such a savage fierceness 
and follni.'ss, and such a bloody designation of cruelty and 
mischief, as cannot agree either with the style or cha- 
racters of comedy. The play itself, take it altogether, 
seems to mc to be one of the most finished of any of Shake- 
speare's. The tale indeed, in that part relating to the 
caskets, and the extravagant and unusual kind of bond giv- 
en by Antonio, is too much removed from the rules of 
{probability ; but, taking the fact for granted, we must al- 
ow it to be very beautifully written. There is something 
in the friendship of Antonio to Bassanio very great, ge- 
nerous, and tender. The whole fourth act ^supposing, as 
I said, the fact to be probable) is extremely fme. But 
there are two passages that deserve a particular notice. 
The first is, what Portia says in praise of mercy, and the 
other on the power of music. The melancholy of Jacques, 
in As you like it, is as singular and odd as it is diverting. 
And, if what Horace says, 

Difficile est proprie communia dicere, 

it will be a hard task for any one to go beyond him in the 
description of the several degrees and ages of man's life» 
though the thought be old, and common enough. 

All the world's a stage. 
And all the men and women merely players : 
They have their exit<» and their entrances, 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
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His acts being seven ages. At first, the in&nt^ 

Mewling and puking in the nurse *s anns : 

And then, the whining school-boy with his satchel, 

And shining morning iace, creeping hke snail 

Unwillingly to school. And then, the lover 

Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 

Made to his mistress' eye-brow. Then, a soldier, 

Full of strange oaths, and bearded hke the pard, 

Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

Ey'n in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice ; 

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd. 

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut. 

Full of wise saws and modem instances ; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon ; 

With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 

His youthful hose, well sav'd, a world too wide 

For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice. 

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 

And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 

That ends this strange eventful history. 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 

As you like it, act 2, sc. 7. 

His images are indeed every where so lively, that the 
thing he would represent stands full before you, and you 
possess every part of it. I will venture to point out one 
more, which is, I think, as strong and as uncommon as any 
thing I ever saw ; it i^ an imag^ of Patience. Speaking 
of a maid in love, he says, 

-She never told her love. 



But let concealment, like a worm i' th' bud. 

Feed on her damask cheek : she pin'd in thought, 

And sate like Patience, on a monument, 

SmiUng at Grief. Twlfih-Night. 

What an image is here given ! and what a task would it 
have been for the greatest masters of Greece and Rome to 
have expressed the passions designed by this sketch of sta< 
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tuary ! The style of his comedy is, in general, nataral to 
the characters, and easy in itself; and the wit most com- 
monly epngbtly and pleasing, except in those places 
where lie runs into doggerel rhymes, as in Tke Com^ 
edy of Errors, and some other plays. As for his jingiifi|^ 
sometimes, and playing upon words, it was the common 
Fice of the age he lived in : and if we find it in the pulpit, 
made use of as an ornament to the sermons of some of the 
gravest divines of those times, perhaps it may not be thought 
too light for the stage. 

But certainly the greatness of this author^ genius does 
no where so much appear, as where he give^ his imagina- 
tion an entire loose, and raises his fancy to a flight above 
mankind, and the limits of the visible world. Such are his at- 
tempts in Tlu Tempert, A Midsummer-JS'ighVs Dream^ Mac- 
beth , and Hamlet. Of these , The Tempest, however it comes 
to be placed the first by the publishers of his works, can 
never have been the firHt written by him : it seems to me 
as perfect in its kind as almost any thing we have of his. 
One may observe, that the unities are kept here, with an 
exactness uncommon to the liberties of his writing : thoup^h 
that was what, I suppose, he valued himself least upon, 
since his excellences were all of another kind. I am very 
sensible that he does, in this play, depart too much from 
that likeness to truth which ought to be observed in this 
sort of writings ; yet he does it so very finely, that one is easi- 
ly drawn in to have more faith for his sake, than reason does 
weU allow of. His magic has something in it very solemn, 
and very poetical : and that extravagant character of Cali- 
ban is mighty well sustained, shews a wonderful invention 
in the author, who could strike out such a particular wild 
image, and is certainly one of the finest and most uncom- 
mon grotesques that ever was seen. The observation 
which I have been informed three very great men* con- 
curred in making upon this part, was extremely just ; Th4St 
Shakespeare had not only found out a new character ^'v his 
Cahban, but had also devised and adapted a new manner of 
language for that character. 

It is the same magic that raises the Fairies in A Midjtum- 
fner-NightU Dream, the Witches in Macbeth, and the Ofiost 
in HanUety with thoughts and language so proper to the 

* Lord raUUaad, lord C. J. TtusbiOi ud Mr. Seldea. 
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parts they sustain, and so peculiar to the talent of this wri* 
ter. But of the two last of these plays i shall have occa- 
sion to take notice, among the tragedies of Mr. Shakespeare. 
If one undertook to examine the gpreatest part of these by 
those rules which are established by Aristotle, and taken 
from the model of the Grecian stage, it would be no very 
hard task to find a great many faults ; but as Shakespeare liv- 
ed under a kind of mere light of nature, and had never been 
made acquainted with the regularity of those written pre- 
cepts, so it would be hard to judge him by a law he Imew 
nothing of. We are to consider him as a man that lived in 
a state of almost universal license and ignorance : there was 
no established judge, but every one took the liberty to 
write according to the dictates of his own fancy. When 
one considers, that there is not one play before him of m 
reputation g^od enough to entitle it to an appearance on the 
present stage, it cannot but be a matter of great wonder 
that he should advance dramatic poetry so &r as he did. 
The £Me is what is generally placed the first, among those 
that are reckoned the constituent parts of a tragic or he* 
roic poem ; not, perhaps, as it is the most difficult or beauti- 
ful, but as it is the first properly to be thought of in the con- 
trivance and course of the whole ; and with the fable ought 
tp be considered the fit disposition, order, and conduct of 
its several parts. As it is not in this province of the drama 
that the strength and mastery of Shakespeare lay, so I shall 
not undertake the tedious and ill-natured trouble to point 
out the several faults he was'guilty of in it. His tales were 
seldom invented, but rather taken either from the true his- 
tory, or novels and romances ; and he commonly made use 
of them in that order, with those incidents, and that extent 
of time, in which he found them in the authors from whence 
he borrowed them. So The WitUer'^i Tale, which is taken 
from an old book, called The Delectable Hittory of Dorof 
tu$ and FaTtnia^ contains the space of sixteen or seven- 
teen years, and the scene is sometimes laid in Bohemia, 
and sometimes in Sicily, according to the original order 
of the story. Almost all his historical plays compre- 
hend a great length of time, and very different and dis- 
tinct places : and in his Antony and CUopatra^ the scene tra- 
Teh over the greatest part of the Roman empire. But in 
recompense for his carelessness in this point, when he 
tomes toanotherpart of the dntu^thimannenofhii cha^ 
2 Aft 
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tacUrs, in acting or speaking what i$ proper for them^ amdjk 
to be shersm by the poety he may be generally justified, and is 
Tery many places greatly commended. For those playi 
which he has taken from the English or Roman history, let 
ftny man compare them, and he will find the character at 
exact in the poet as the historian. He seems indeed so &t 
from proposing to himself any one action for a subject, that 
the title very often tells you it is The Ufe of King Jokn^ 
King Richard y &c. What can be more agreeable to the 
idea our historians give of llHiry the Sixth , than the picture 
Shakespeare has drawn of him ! His manners are everj 
where exactly the same with the story ; one finds him stiH 
described with simplicity, passive sanctity, want of courage^ 
weakness of mind, and easy submission to the governance 
of an imperious wife, or prevailing faction : though at the 
eamc time the poet does justice to his good qualities, and 
moves the pity of his audience for him, bv shewing him pi- 
ous, disinterested, a contemner of the thmgs of this world, 
and wholly resigned to the severest dispensations of God's 
providence. I There is a short scene in The Second Part of 
Jlenry the Sixth, which i cannot but think admirable in its 
kind. Cardinal Beaufort, who had murdered the Duke of 
Clloucester, is shewn in the last agonies on his death-bed» 
with the good king praying over him. There is so muc)i 
terror in one, so much tenderness and moving piety in the 
other, as must touch any one who is capable either of fear 
or pity. In his Henry the Eighth, that prince is drawn with 
that greatness of mind, and alt those good qualities which 
are attributed to him in any account of his reign, if his 
faults are not shewn in an equal degree, and the shades in 
this picture do not bear a just proportion to the lights, it 
is not that the artist wanted either colours or skill in the 
disposition of them : but the truth, I believe, might be, that 
he forbore doing it out of regard to Qpcen Elizabeth, since 
it could have been no very great respect to the memory 
of his mistress, to have exposed some certain parts of her 
father's life upon the stage. He has dealt much more free- 
ly with the minister of that great king ; and certainly no- 
thing was evtv more justly written than the character of 
Cardinal Wolsey. He has shewn him insolent in his pros- 
perity ; and yet, by a wonderful address, he makes his fall 
and ruin the subject of general compassion. The whole 
ipao, with his vices and virtues, is finely and exactly descri^ 
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bed in the second scene of the foarth act. The distresses 
likewise of Qjoeen Katharine, in this play, are Tery moving- 
ly touched ; and though the art of the poet has screened 
King Henry from any gross imputation of injustice, yet one 
is inclined to wish, the queen had met with a fortune mors 
worthy of her birth and virtue. Nor are the manners, pro* 
per to the persons represented, less justly observed, in 
those characters taken from the Roman history; and of this, 
the fierceness and impatience of Coriolanus, his courage 
and disdain of the common people, tlie virtue ami philoso* 
phical temper of Brutus, and the irregular g^reatness of 
mind in M. Antony, are beautiful proofs. For the two last 
especially, you find them exactly as they are described by 
Plutarch, from whom certainly Shakespeare copied them. 
He has indeed followed his original pretty close, and taken 
in several little incidents that might have been spared ia 
a play. But, as 1 hinted before, his design seems most com* 
monly rather to describe those great men in the several 
fortunes and accidents of their lives, than to take any sin* 
gle g^at action, and form his work simply upon that. How- 
ever, there are some of his pieces, where the fable is found- 
ed upon one action only. Such are more especially, Ro* 
meo and Juliet^ Hamlet^ and OtheUo. The design in Romeo 
and Juliet is plainly the punishment of their two famiUes^ 
for the unreasonable feuds and animosities that had been so 
long kept up between them, and occasioned the effusion of 
so much blood. In the management of this story, he baa 
shewn something wonderfully tender and passionate in the 
love-part, and very pitiful in the distress. Hamlet is found- 
ed on much the same tale with the Electra of Sophocle$m 
In each of them a young prince is engaged to revenge the 
death of bis father, their mothers are equally guilty, are 
both concerned in the murder of their husbands, and are 
aflerwards married to the murderers. There is in the 
first part of the Greek tragedy, something very moving in 
the grief of Electra ; but, as M. Dacier has observed, there 
is something very unnatural and shockinj^ in the manners 
he has given that princess and Orestes m the latter part. 
Orestes imbrues his hands in the blood of his own mother ; 
and that barbarous action is performed, though not imme- 
diately upon the stage, yet so near, that the audience hear 
Clytemnestra crying out to iCgysthus for help, and to her 
MO for mercy : while Electra her daughter, and a princess^ 
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(both of them characters that otj^ht to have appeared with 
more decency,) stands upon the ^ta^o, and encourages her 
brother in the parricide. What horror does this not raisd I 
Clytemnestra was a wicked woman, and had deserved to 
die ; nay, in the truth of the story, she was killed by her 
own son ; but to represent an action of this kind on the 
stage, is certainly an ofl'ence against those rules of manneri 
proper to the persons, that ought to be observed there. 
On the contrary, let us only look a little on the conduct of 
Shakcfipoare. Hamlet is represented with the same piety 
towards his father, and resolution to revenge his death, as 
Orestes ; he has the same abhorrence for his mother's 
ffuilt, which, to provoke him the more, is heightened by 
incest : but it is with wonderful art and justness of judgment, 
that the poet restrains him from doing violence to his 
mother. To prevent any thing of that kind, he makes his 
fiither^s Ghost forbid that part of his vengeance : 

But howsoever thou pursu'st this act. 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven. 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge , 
To prick and sting her. 

This is to distinguish rightly between horror and terror. 
The latter is a proper passion of tragedy, but the former 
ought always to be carefully avoided. And certainly no 
dramatic writer ever succeeded better in raising terror 
in the minds of an audience than Shakespeare has done« 
The whole tragedy of Macbeth ^ but more especially the 
scene where the king is murdered, in the second act, as 
well as this play, is a noble proof of that manly spirit with 
which he writ ; and both shew how powerful he was, in 
giving the strongest motions to our souls that they are 
capable of. I cannot leave Hamlet^ without taking notice 
of the advantage with which we have seen this master^ 
piece of Shakespeare distinguish itself upon the stage, by 
Mr. Betterton's fine performance of that part : a man who, 
though he had no other good qualities, as he has a great 
many, must have made his way into the esteem of all men 
of letters, by this only excellency. No man is better ac« 

Suainted with Shakespeare^s manner of expression ; and in^* 
eed he has studied him so well) and is so much a master 
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of him, that whatever part of his he performs, he does it 
as if it had been written on purpose for him, and that the 
author had exactly conceived it as he plays it. I must 
own a particular obligation to him, for the most considerable 
part of the passages relating to this life, which I have here ' 
transmitted to the public ; his veneration for the memory 
of Shakespeare having engaged him to make a journey in- 
to Warwickshire, on purpose to gather up what remains 
be could of a name for which he had so great a venera* 
tion. RowE. 
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To the foregoing account of Shakrspeare^s Life, / have onf^ 
ly one passage to add, which Mr. Pope related^ cls com' 
municated to him by Mr. Howe. 

In the time of Elizabeth, coaches being yet uncommoo, 
and hired coaches not at all in use, those who were too 
proud, too tender, or too idle to walk, went on horse-back 
to any distant business or diversion. Many came on horse- 
bark to the play, and when Shakespeare fled to London from 
the terror of a criminal prosecution, his first expedient waa 
to wait at the door of the play-house, and hold the horsea 
of those that had no servants, that they might be ready 
again after the performance. In this office he became so 
conspicuous for his care and readiness, that in a short time 
evf^ry man as he alighted called for Will Shakespeare, and 
scarcely any other waiter was trusted with a horse, while 
Will Shakespeare could be had. This was the first dawo 
of bott»^r fortune. Shakespeare, finding more horses put 
into his hand than he could hold, hired boys to wait under 
his inspection, who, when Will Shakespeare wassummoned^ 
were immediately to present themselves, 7 am iST^a^tfdpeare'a 
hou^ sir. In time, Shakespeare found higher employment | 
but as long as the practice of riding to the play-house con* 
tinned, the waiters that held the horses retained the ap^ 
pellatioQ of, Shakespeare^s boys. 

JOB580|> 
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PREFACE, 



JI hat praises are without reason layishcd on the dead, 
^d that the honours due only to excellence are paid to an* 
tiquity, is a complaint likely to be always continued by 
those, who, being able to add nothing to truth, hope for 
eminence from the heresies of paradox ; or those, who, be- 
ing forced by disappointment upon consolatory expedient8| 
art willing to hope from posterity what the present age 
refjses, and flatter themselves that the regard which if 
jet denied by envy, will be at last bestowed by time. 

Antiquity, like every other quahty that attracts the no* 
tice of mankind, has undoubtedly votaries that reverence 
it, not from reason, but from prejudice. Some seem to ad< 
mire indiscriminately whatever has been long preserved, 
without considering that time has sometimes co-operated 
with chance ; all perhaps are more willing to honour past 
than present excellence ; and the mind contemplates ge* 
nius through the shades of age, as the eye surveys the sun 
through artificial opacity. The great contention of cri« 
ticism is, to find the faults of the modems and the beauties 
of the ancients. While an author is yet living, we es* 
timate his powers by his worst performance ; and when he 
is dead, we rate them by his best. 

To works, however, of which the excellence is not ab- 
solute and definite, but gradual and comparative ; to worki 
Dot raistid upon principles demonstrative and scientific, but 
appealing wholly to observation and experience, no other 
test can be applied than length of duration and continuance 
of esteem. What mankind have loi^ possessed they have 
oflen examined and compared, and if they persist to value 
the possession, it is because frequent comparisons have 

confirmed opinion in its fayoar. As amoi^ the worki of 
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nature, no man can properly call a river deep, or a moon^ 
tain high, without the knowledge of many mountains and 
many rivers ; so in the productions of genius, nothing can 
be styled exceUent till it has been compared with other 
works of the same kind. Demonstration immediately dis- 

Slays its power, and has nothing to hope or fear from the 
ux of years ; but works tentative and experimental must be 
estimated by their proportion to the general and collective 
ability of man, as it is discovered in a long succession of 
endeavours. Of the first building that was raised, it might 
be with certainty determined that it was round or square ; 
but whether it was spacious or lofly must have been re- 
ferred to time. The Pythagorean scale of numbers W9$ 
at once discovered to be perfect ; but the poems of Homef 
we yet know not to transcend the common limits of humaa 
intelligence but by remarking, that nation afler nation, 
and century afler century, has been able to do little more 
than transpose his incidents, new name his characters, and 
paraphrase his sentiments. 

The reverence due to writings that have long subsisted, 
arises, therefore, not from any credulous confidence in the 
superior wisdom of past ages, or gloomy persuasion of the 
degeneracy of mankind, but is the consequence of ac- 
knowledged and indubitable positions, that what has been 
longest known has been most considered, and what is most 
considered, is best understood. 

The poet, of whose works 1 have undertaken the revi- 
•ion, may now begin to assume the dignity of an ancient, and 
daim the privilege of established fame and prescriptive ve- 
neration. He hais long outlived his century, the term com- 
monly fixed as the test of literary merit. Whatever ad- 
Tantages he might once derive from personal allusions, 
local customs, or temporary opinions, have for many years 
been lost ; and every topic of merriment, or motive of sor- 
row, which the modes of artificial life afforded him, now 
only obscure the scenes which they once illuminated. 
The effects of favour and competition are at an end ; the 
tradition of his friendships and his enmities has perished ; 
bis works support no opinion with arguments, nor supply 
any faction with invectives ; they can neither indulge va- 
nity, nor gratify malignity ; but are read without any other 
reason than the desire of pleasure, and are therefore prais- 
td only as pleasure is obtained ; jet, thus unassisted by 
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interest or passion, they have passed through TariatioDS 
of taste and changes of manners, and, as they devolved 
Irom one generation to another, have received new 
honours at every transmission. 

But because human judgment, though it be gradually 
gaining upon certainty, never becomes infallible ; and ap- 
probation, though long continued, may yet be only the ap- 
probation of prejudice or fashion ; it is proper to inquire, 
oy what peculiarities of excellence Shakespeare has gain* 
ed and kept the favour of his countrymen. 

Nothing can please many, and please long, but just re* 
presentations of general nature. Particular manners can 
be known to few, and therefore few only can judge how 
fiearlv they are copied. The irregular combinations of 
£mciful invention may delight awhile, by that novelty, of 
which the common satiety of life sends us all in quest ; but 
the pleasures of sudden wonder are soon exhausted, and 
the mind can only repose on the stability of truth. 

Shakespeare is above all writers, at least above all mo^ 
dem writers, the poet of nature ; the poet that holds up 
to his readers a £uthfu] mirror of manners and of life. 
His characters are not moditied by the customs of particu* 
lar places, unpractised by the rest of the world ; by the 
peculiarities of studies or professions, which can operate 
but upon small numbers ; or by the accidents of transient 
£ishions or temporary opinions ; they are the genuine pro* 
geny of common humanity, such as the world will always 
supply, and observation will always find. His persons ac| 
and speak by the influence of those general passions and 
principles by which all minds are agitated, and the whole 
system of Hfe is continued in motion. In the writings^ of 
other poets, a character is too oflen an individual ; in those 
of Shakespeare it is commonly a species. 

It is from this wide extension of design that so much 
instruction is derived. It is this which fills the plays of 
Shakespeare with practical axioms and domestic wisdom. 
It was said of Euripides, that every verse was a precept; 
and it may be said of Shakespeare, that from his Works may 
be collected a system of civil and economical prudence^ 
Yet his real power is not shewn in the splendour of par- 
ticular passages, but by the progress of his fable, and the 
tenor of his dialogue ; and he that tries to recommend him 
by select quotationSi will succeed like the pedant in Hiero* 

Vol. I. B 
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clea, who, when he offered his house for sale, carried % 
biick in his pocket as a specimen. 

It will not easily be imagined how much Shakespeare ex- 
cels in accommodating his sentiments to real life, but bj 
comparing him with other authors. It was observed of 
the Hncient schools of declamation, that the more diligentlv 
they were frequented, the more was the student disquah* 
fied for the world, because he found nothing there which 
be should ever meet in any other place. The same re- 
mark may be applied to every stage biit that of Shake- 
speare. The theatre, when it is under any other direction, 
it peopled by such characters as were never seen, con- 
versing in a language which was never heard, upon topics 
which will never arise in the commerce of mankind. But 
the dialogue of this author is often so evidently determined 
by the incident which produces it,* and is pursued with so 
much ease and simplicity, that it seeiiis scarcely to claim 
the merit of fiction, but to have been gleaned by diligent 
selection out of cooomon conversation and common occur- 
rences. 

Upon every other stage the universal agent is love, by ' 
whose power all good and evil is distributed, and every ac- 
tion quickened or retarded. To bring a lover, a lady, and 
R rival into the fable ; to entangle them in contradictory 
DbUgations, perplex them with oppositions of interest, and 
harass them with violence of desires inconsistent with 
each other ; to make them meet in rapture, and part in 
Rgony ; to fill their mouths with hyperboUcal joy and out- 
rageous sorrow ; to distress them as nothing human ever 
was distressed ; to deliver them as nothing human ever 
was delivered, is the business of a modern dramatist. For 
this, probability is violated, life is misrepresented, and lan- 
guage is depraved. But love is only one of many passions, 
and as it has no great influence upon the sum of life, it 
has little operation in the dramas of a poet, who caught 
his ideas from the living world, and exhibited only what 
he saw before him. He knew, that any other passion, as 
it was regular or exorbitant, was a cause of happiness or 
calamity. 

Characters thus ample and general, were not easily 
discriminated and preserved, yet perhaps no poet ever 
kept his personages more distinct from each other. 1 will 
pot say with Pope, that every speech may be assigned t9 
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tie proper speaker, because many speeches there are 
which have nothing characteri^cal ; bat, perhaps, though 
some may be equally adapted to every person, it will be 
dBfficuH to find any that can be properiy transferred from 
the present possessor to another claimant The choice is 
right, when there is reason for choice". 

Other dramatists can only gain attention by hyperbo* 
Seal or aggravated characters, by fabul6us and unexampled 
excellence or depravity, as Uie writers of barbarous ro* 
mances invigorated the reader by a giant and a dwarf; and 
he that should form his expectations of human affairs from 
the play, or from the tale, would he equally deceived. 
Shakespeare has no heroes ; his scenes are occupied only 
by men, who act and speak as the reader thinks that he 
should himself have spoken or acted on the same occauon : 
^en where the agency is supernatural, the dialogue is 
jevel with life. CHher writers disguise the most natural 
passions and most frequent incidents ; so that he who con- 
templates them in the book will not know them in the 
world: Shakespeare approximates the remote, and fami- 
liarizes the wonderful ; the event which he represents will 
not happen, but if it were possible, its effects would pro- 
bably be such as he has assigned ; and it may be said, that 
he has not only shewn human nature as it acts in real exi- 
gencies, but as it would be found in trials, to which it can* 
not be exposed. 

This therefore is the praise of Shakespeare, that his dra- 
ma is the mirror of life ; thgt he who has mazed his ima- 
gination, in following the phantoms which other writers 
raise op before him, may here be cured of his delirious 
ecstasies, by reading human sentiments in human language ; 
by scenes from which a hermit may estimate the transac- 
tions of the world, and a confessor predict the progress of 
the passions. 

His adherence to general nature has exposed him to the 
censure of critics, who form their judgments upon narrower 
principles. Dennis and Rymer think his Romans not suf^ 
ficienOy Roman ; and Voltaire censures bis kings as not 
completely royal. Dennis is offended, that MeneniuS, % 
senator of Rome, should play the buffoon; and Voltaire 
perhaps thinks decency violated when the Danish usurper 
IS represented as a drunkard. But Shakespeare always 
Biakes nature yredomiDate over accident^ and if be pre* 
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ieires the eMcntial character, is not very careful of dig* 
tiDctions superinduced and adventitious. His story re« 
quires Romans or kings, but he thinks only on men. He 
knew that Ronie, like every other city, had men of aU 
dispositions ; and wanting a buffoon, he went into the se- 
nate-house for that which the senate-house would certainly 
have afforded him. He was inclined to shew an usurper 
and a munlercr not only odious, but despicable ; he there* 
fore added drunkenness to his other qualities, knowing 
that kingft love wine like other men, and that wine exerii 
its natural power upon kings. These are the petty cavili 
of petty minds ; a poet overlooks the casual distinction of 
country and condition, as a painter, satisfied with the fig^rti 
neglects the drapery. 

The cenf^ure which he has incurred by mixing comic 
and tragic scenes, as it extends to all his works, deservtt 
more consideration. Let the fact be first stated, and then 
examined. 

Shakespeare *fl pl^ys ^re not, in the rigorous and critical 
sense, either tragedies or comedies, but compositions of a 
distinct kind ; exhibiting the real state of sublunary nature, 
wliich partakes of good and evil, joy and sorrow, mingled 
with endless variety of proportion and innumerable modes 
of combination ; and expressing the course of the world, in 
wliich the loss of one is the gain of another ; in which, at 
the same time, the reveller is hasting to his wine, and the 
mourner burying his friend ; in which the malignity of one 
is sometimes defeated by the frolic of another ; and many 
mischiefs and many benefits are done and hindered without 
design. 

Out of this chaos of mingled purposes and casualties, the 
ancient poets, according to the laws which custom had pre- 
scribed, selected, some the crimes of men, and some their 
absurdities ; some the momentous vicissitudes of life, and 
some the lighter occurrences ; some the terrors of dia« 
tress, and some the gayeties of prosperity. Thus rose 
the two modes of imitation, known by the names of irage* 
dy and comedy, compositions intended to promote difi*erent 
ends by contrary means, and considered as so little allied, 
that I do not recollect among the Greeks or Romans a sin^ 
gle writer who attempted both. 

Shakespeare has united the powers of exciting langhtet 
•■d sorrow not only in one mind, but in ofe composition. 
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Almost all his playg are divided between serious and hidi* 
croiis characters, and, in the successiye evolutions of the 
design, sometimes produce seriousness and sorrow, and 
lometimes levity and laughter. 

That this is a practice contrary to the rules of criticism 
will be readily allowed : hut there is always an appeal open 
from criticism to nature. The end of writing is to in- 
struct; the end of poetry is to instruct by pleasing. ' That 
the mingled drama may convey all the instruction of trage- 
dy or comedy cannot be denied, because it includes both 
in its alternations of exhibition, and approaches nearer than 
either to the appearance of life, by shewing how great 
machinations and slender designs may promote or obviate 
one another, and the high and the low co-operate in the 
general system by unavoidable concatenation. 

it is objected, Uiatby this change of scenes the passions 
are interrupted in their progression, and that the princi- 
pal event, being not advanced by a due gradation of pre- 
paratory incidents, wants at last the power to move, which 
constitutes the perfection of dramatic poetry. This rea- 
soning IB so specious, that it is received as true even by 
those who in daily experience feel it to be false. The inter- 
changes of mingled scenes seldom fail to produce the in- 
tended vicissitudes of passion. Fiction cannot move so 
much, but that the attention may be easily transferred ; 
and though it must be allowed that pleasing melancholy be 
sometimes interrupted by unwelcome levity, yet let it be 
considered likewise, that melancholy is oi\en not pleasing, 
sod thkt the disturbance of one man may be the relief of 
mother ; that different auditors have different habitudes ; 
anid that, upon the whole, all pleasure consists in variety. 

The players, who in their edition divided our author's 
works into comedies, histories, and tragedies, seem not to 
have distinguished the three kinds, by any very exact or 
definite ideas. 

An action which ended happily to the principal persons> 
however serious or distressml through its intermediate in- 
cidents, in their opinion constituted a comedy. This idea 
of a comedy continued long amongst us, and plays were 
written, which, by changing the catastrophe, were trage- 
dies to-day, and comedies to-morrow. 

Tragedy was not in those times a poem of more general 
*gnity or elevation than comedy ? it re(juired only a c»- 
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lamitons conclasion, with which the common criticism of 
that tLge was satisfied, whatever lighter pleasure it afford* 
ed in its progress. 

History was a series of actions, with no other than chro« 
nological succession, independent on each other, and with- 
out any tendency to introduce or regulate the conclusion. 
It is not always very nicely distinguished from tragedjr. 
There is not much nearer approach to unity of action m 
the tragedy of Antony and Cleopatra^ than m the history 
of Richard Hit Second, But a history mig^t be continued 
through many plays ; as it had no plan, it had no limits. 

Through all these denominations of the drama, Shake- 
speare's mode of composition is the same ; an interchange 
of seriousness and merriment, by which the mind is soften- 
ed at one time, and exhilarated at another. But whatever 
be his purpose, whether to gladden or depress, or to con- 
duct the story, without vehemence or emotion, through 
tracts of easy and familiar dialogue, he never fails to attain 
his purpose ; as he commands us, we laugh or mourn, or 
•it silent with quiet expectation, in tranquillity without in- 
difference. 

I When Shakespeare's plan is understood, most of the criti* 
cisms of Rymer and Voltaire vanish away. The play of 
Hamlet is opened, without impropriety, by two centinels ; 
lago bellows at Brabantio's window, without injuir to the 
scheme of the play, though in terms which a modem au- 
dience would not easily endure ; the character of Polonius 
is seasonable and useful; and the grave-diggers them- 
selves may be heard with applause. 

\ Shakespeare eng^cd in dramatic poetry with the world 
open before him ; the rules of the ancients were yet 
Imown to few ; the public judgment was unformed ; he 

. had no example of such fame as might force him upon imi- 
tation, nor critics of such authority as might restrain his ex- 
travagance : he therefore indulged his natural disposition, 
and his disposition, as Rymer has remarked, led him to 

- comedy. In tragedy he oflcn writes with great appear- 
ance of toil and study, what is written at kst with little 
felicity ; but in his comic scenes, he seems to produce with- 

' out labour, what no labour can improve. In tragedy he 
is always struggling after some occasion to be comic, but in 
comedy he seems to repose, or to luxuriate, as in a mode 
of thinking congenial to his nature. In his tragic scenes 
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ttere fa always something wanting, but bid comedy often 
surpasses expectation or desire. His comedy pleases by 
the thoughts and the language, and his tragedy for tide 
greater part by incident and action. His tra^gedy seems 
to be skill, his comedy to be instinct. 

The force of his comic scenes has suffered little dimina- 
tioD from the changes made by a century and a half, in 
manners or in words. As his personages act upon princi^ 
pies arising from genuine passion, very little modified by 
particular forms, their pleasures and vexations are commu- 
nicable to all times and to all places ; they are natural, and 
therefore durable ; the adventitious peculiarities of per- 
sonal habits, are only superficial dies, bright and pleasing 
for a little while, yet soon &ding to a dim tinct, without any 
remains of former lustre ; but the discriminations of true 
passion are the colours of nature ; they pervade the whole 
mass, and cap' only perish with the body that exhibits thenk 
The accidental compositions of heterogeneous modes are 
^ssolFed by the chance which combined them ; but the 
uniform simplicity of primitive qualities neither admits in* 
crease, nor suffers decay. The sand heaped by one flood 
is scattered by another, but the rock always continues in 
its place. The stream of time, which is continually wash- 
ing away the dissoluble fabrics of other poets, passes with- 
out injury by the adamant of Shakespeare. 

If there be, what I believe there is in every nation, a 
style which never becomes obsolete, a certain mode of 
phraseology so consonant and congenial to the analogy and 
principles of its respective language, as to remain settled 
and unaltered ; this style Js probably to be sought in the 
common intercourse of*^ life, among Uiose who speak only 
to be understood, without ambition of elegance. The po- 
lite are always catching modish innovations, and the learn- 
ed depart from estabhshed forms of speech, in hope of 
finding or making better ; those who wish for distinction 
fersake the vulgar, when the vulgar is right ; but there 
is a conrersation above grossness and below refinement, 
where propriety resides, and where this poet seems to 
have gathered his comic dialogue. He is therefore more 
agreeable to the ears of the present age than any other 
author equally remote, and among his other excellencies 
deserves to be studied as one of the Original masters oi 
ov language. 




These observations are to be considered not as imez- 
ceptionably constant, but as containing general and pre- 
dominant truth. Shakespeare's iamiliar diialogue is affirm- 
ed to be smooth and clear, yet not wholly without rugged^ 
ness or difficulty ; as a countir may be eminently fruitful, 
though it has spots unfit fi>r cultivation : his characters are 
praised as natural, though their sentiments are sometimes 
forced, and their actions improbable ; as the earth upon 
the whole is spherical, though its surface is varied with 
protuberances and cavities. 

Shakespeare with his excellencies has likewise faults^ 
and faults sufficient to obscure and overwhelm any other 
merit. I shall shew them in the proportion in which 
they appear to me, without envious mahgnity or super-* 
stitious veneration. No question can be more innocently 
discussed than a dead poet's pretensions to renown ; and 
little regard is due to that bigotry which sets candour 
higher than truth. 

His first defect is that to which may be imputed most of 
the evil in books or in men. He sacrifices virtue to con- 
venience, and is so much ipore careful to please than to 
instruct, that he seems to write without any moral pur- 
pose. From his writings, indeed, a system of social duty 
may be selected, for he that thinks reasonably must think 
morally ; but his precepts and axioms drop casually from 
him ; he makes no just distribution of good or evil, nor is 
always careful to shew in the virtuous a disapprobation of 
the wicked ; he carries his persons indifferently through 
right and wrong, and at the close dismisses them without 
farther care, and leaves their examples to operate by 
chance. This fault the barbarity of his age cannot exte^ 
nnate ; for it is always a writer's duty to make the world 
better, and justice is a virtue independent on time or 
place. 

The plots are often so loosely formed, that a very 
slight consideration may improve them, and so carelesly 
pursued, that he seems not sdways fully to comprehend hui 
own design. He omits opportunities of instructing or de- 
lighting, which the train of his story seems to force upon 
mm, and apparently rejects those exhibitions which would 
be more affecting, for the sake of those which are more 
easy. 

It may be observed, that in Biany of his playsi the latter 
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pant 18 eyidently neglected. When he found himself near 
the end of his work, and in yi*w of his reward, he shorten- 
ed the labour to snatch the profit. He then?fore remits 
his efforts where he should most vigorously exert them, 
and his catastrophe is improbably produced or imperfectly 
represented. 

He had no regard to distinction of time or place, but 
gives to one age or nation, without scruple, the customs, 
institutions, and opinions of another, at the expense not on- 
ly of likelihood, but of possibility. These faults Pojie has 
endeavoured, with more zeal than judgment, to transfer to 
bis imagined interpolators. We need not wonder to iind 
Hector quoting Aristotle, when we «ee the loves of The- 
seus and Hippolyta combined with the Gothic mythology of 
fairies. Shakespeare, indeed, was not the only violator of 
chronology, for in the same agt, Sidney, who wanted not the 
advantages of learning, has, in his Arcadia^ confounded the 
pastoral with the feudal times, the days of innocence, qui- 
et, and security, with those of turbulence, violence, and 
adventure. 

In his comic scenes he is seldom very successful when 
be engages his characters in reciprocations of smartness 
and contests of sarcasm ; their jests are commonly gross, 
and their pleasantry licentious ; neither his gentlemen nor 
his ladies have much delicacy, nor are sufficiently dis- 
tinguished from his clowns by any appearance of refined 
manners. Whether he represented the real conversation 
of his time is not easy to determine ; the reign of Elizabeth 
is commonly supposed to have been a time of stateliness, 
formality, and reserve, yet perhaps the relaxations of that 
severity were not very elegant. There must, however, 
have been always some modes of gayety preferable to 
others, and a writer ought to choose the best. 

In tragedy his performance seems constantly to be 
worse, as his labour is more. The effusions of passion, 
which exigence forces out, are, for the most part, striking 
and energetic ; but whenever he solicits his invention, 
er strains his faculties, the offspring of his throes is tu- 
mour, meanness, tediousness, and obscurity. 

In narration he affects a disproportionate pomp of dic- 
tion, and a wearisome train of circumlocution, and tells the 
incident imperfectly in many words, which might have 
been more plainly delivored in few. Narration in dra^* 
3 Vol.. I. B 2 
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matic poetry is naturally tedious, as it is ananimated aii4 
inactive, and obstructs the progress of the action ; it 
should therefore always be rapid, and enlivened by fre* 
quent interruption. Shakespeare found it an encum- 
brance, and instead of lightening; it by l»revity, endeavour- 
ed to recommend it by dignity and splendour. 

His declamations or set speeches are commonly cold 
and weak, for his power was the power of nature ; when 
he endeavoured, like other tragic writers, to catch oppor- 
tunities of amphtication, and instead of inquiring what the 
occasion demanded, to shew how much his stores of know- 
ledge could supply, he seldom C8ca{>es without the pitj 
or resentment of his reader. 

It is incident to him to be now and then entangled with 
an unwieldy sentiment, which he cannot well express, and 
will not reject ; he struggles with it awhile, and if it con- 
tinues stubborn, comprises it in such words as occur, and 
leaves it to be disentangled and evolved by those whe 
have more leisure to bestow upon it. 

Not that always where the language is intricate, the 
thought is subtle, or the image always great, where the 
line is bulky ; the equality of words to things is very oflca 
neglected, and trivial sentiments and vulgar ideas disap- 
point the attention, to which they are recommended bj 
sonorous epithets and swelling figures. 

But the admirers of this great poet have most reason to 
complain when he approaches nearest to his highest excel* 
lence, and seems fully resolved to sink them in dejection, 
and mollify them with tender emotions by the fall of great- 
ness, the danger of innocence, or the crosses of love. 
What he does best, he soon ceases to do. He is not long 
8ofl and pathetic without some idle conceit, or contempti- 
ble equivocation. He no sooner begins to move, than he 
counteracts himself; and terror and pity, as they are rising 
in the mind, are checked and blasted by sudden frigidity. 

A quibble is to Shakespeare, what luminous vapourf 
are to the traveller : he follows it at all adventures; it ii 
sure to lead him out of his way, and sure to ingulf him in 
the mire. It has some malignant power over his mind, 
and its fascinations are irresistible. Whatever be the dig- 
nity or profundity of his disquisition, whether he be en- 
larging knowledge or exalting afl'ection, whether he be 
amusing attention with incident?, or enchaining it in sua- 
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p«n9e, let but a quibble spring up before him, and he 
leaves hi8 work unfinished. A quibble ia the golden ap« 
pie for which he will always turn aside from his career^ 
or stoop from his elevation. A quibble, poor and barren 
as it is, gave him such delight, that he was content to pur- 
chase it by the sacrifice of reason, propriety, and truth. 
A quibble was to him the fatal Cleopatra for which he lost 
the world, and was content to lose it. 

It will be thought strange, that, in enumerating the de- 
fects of this writer, I have not yet mentioned hts neglect 
of the unities ; his violation of those laws which have been 
instituted and established by the joint authority of poets 
and of critics. 

For his other deviations from the art of writing, I resign 
liim to critical justice, without making any other demand 
in his favour, than that which must be indulged to all hu- 
man et^cellence ; that his virtues be rated with his failings : 
but, from the censure which this irregularity may bring 
upon him, I shall, with due reverence to that learning 
which I must oppose, adventure to try how I can defend 
him. 

His histories, being neither tragedies nor comedies, are 
not subject to any of their laws ; nothing more is necessary 
to all the praise which they expect, than that the changes 
of action be so prepared as to be understood, that the in* 
cidents be various and affecting, and the characters con- 
sistent, natural, and distinct. No other unity is intended, 
and therefore none is to be sought. 

In his other works he has well enough preserved the 
imity of action. He has not, indeed, an intrigue regular- 
ly perplexed and regularly unravelled ; he does not en- 
deavour to hide his design only to discover it, for this i^ 
seldom the order of real events, and Shakespeare is the 
poet of nature : but his plan has commonly what Aristotle 
requires, a beginning, a middle, and an end ; one event i* 
concatenated with another, and the conclusion follows by 
easy consequence. There are perhaps some incidents 
that might be spared, as in other poets there is much talk 
that only fills up time upon the stage ; but the general 
system makes gradual advances, and the end of the play is 
the end of expectation. 

To the nmtics of time and place he has shewn no re- 
gard ; and perhnp^ a nearer view of the pinriplrs oa 
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which they stand will diminish their value, and withdrait 
from them the veneration which, from the time of Cor- 
neille, they have very generally received, by disco v.ering, 
that they have given more trouble to the poet than plea- 
sure to the auditor. 

The necessity of observing the unities of time and place 
arises from the supposed necessity of making the drama 
cm^dible. The critics hold it impossible, that an action of 
months or years can be possibly believed to pass in three 
hours ; or that the spectator can suppose himself to sit iii 
the theatre, while ambassadors go and return between 
distant kings, while armies are levied and towns besieged, 
while an exile wanders and returns, or till he whom they 
•aw courting his mistress, shall lament the untimely fall of 
his son. The mind revolts from evident falsehood, and fic- 
tion loses its force when it departs from the resemblance 
of reality. 

From the narrow limitation of time necessarily arises 
the contraction of place. The spectator, who knows that 
he saw the first act at Alexandria, cannot suppose that he 
sees the next at Rome, at a distance to which not the dra* 
gons of Medea could, in so short a time, have transported 
him ; he knows with certainty that he has not changed his 
place ; and he knows that place cannot change itself; that 
what was a house cannot become a plain ; that what was 
Thebes can never be Persepolis. 

Such is the triumphant language with which a critic 
exults over the misery of an irregular poet, and exults, 
commonly, without resistance or reply. It is time there- 
fore to tell him, by the authority of Shakespeare, that he 
assumes, as an unquestionable principle, a position, which, 
while his breath is forming it into words, his understanding 
pronounces to be false. It is false, that any representa- 
tion is mistaken for reality ; that any dramatic fable in its 
materiality was ever credible, or, for a single moment, 
was ever credited. 

The objection arising from the impossibility of passing 
the first hour at Alexandria, and the next at Rome, sup- 
poses, that when the play opens, the spectator really ima- 
gines himself at Alexandria, and believes that his walk to 
the theatre has been a voyage to Egypt, and that he lives 
in the days of Antony and Cleopatra. Surely he that 
imagines this may imagine more. He that can take the 



itage at one time for the pala<:e of the Ptolemies, may take 
it in half an hour for the promontory of Actium. Delu* 
sion, if delusion be admitted, has no certain limitation ; if 
the spectator can be once persuaded, that his old acquaint* 
ance are Alexander and Csesar, that a room illuminated 
with candles is the plain of Pharsalia, or the bank of Gra* 
nicus, he is in a state of elevation above the reach of rea* 
son or of truth, and from the heights of empy-rean poetry, 
may despise the circumscription of terrestrial nature* 
There is no reason why a mind thus wandering in ecstacy 
should count the clock, or why an hour should not be t 
century in that calenture of the brain that can make the 
stage a field. 

The truth is, that the spectators are always in their 
senses, and know, from the first act to the last, that the 
stage is only a stage, and that the players are only players* 
They come to hear a certain number of lines recited with 
just gesture and elegant modulation. The lines relate to 
some action, and an action must be in some place ; but the 
different actions that complete a story may be in places 
very remote from each other ; and where is the absurdity 
of allowing that space to represent first Athens, and then 
Sicily, which was alwa3's known to be neither Sicily nor 
Athens, but a mode'rn theatre. 

By supposition, as place is introduced, time may be ex- 
tended ; the time requirod by the fable elapses for the 
most part between the acts ; for, of so much of the action 
SLS is represented, the real and poetical duration is the 
same. If, in the first act, preparations for war against 
Mithridates are represented to be made in Rome, the 
event of the war may, without absurdity, be represented, 
in the catastrophe, as happening in Pontus ; we know that 
there is neither war, nor preparation for war ; we know 
that we are neither in Rome nor Pontus; that neither 
Mithridates nor Lucullus are before us. The drama ex* 
bibits successive imitations of successive actions, and whj 
may not the second imitation represent an action that hap* 
pened years after the first ; if it be so connected with it, 
that nothing but time can be supposed to intervene ? Time 
is, of all modes of existence, most obsequious to the ima* 
^nation ; a lapse of years is as easily conceived as a pas* 

•age of hours. In contempiatioa we easily contract tbe 
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time of real actions, and therefore willingly permit it to be 
contracted when we only see their imitation. 

It will be a>(ked, how the drama moves, if it is not cre- 
dited. It is credited with all the credit due to a drama. 
It ii credited, whenever it moves, as a just picture of a 
real original ; as representing to the auditor what he 
would himself feel, if he were to do or suffer what is there 
feigned to be suffered or to be done. The reflection that 
strikes the heart is not, that the evils before us are real 
evils, but that they are evils to which we ourselves may 
be exposed. If there be anv fallacy, it is not that we fan- 
cy the players, but that we mncy ourselves unhappy for a 
moment ; but we rather lament the possibility than sup- 
pose the presence of misery, as a mother weeps over her 
babe, when she remembers that death may take it from 
ber. The delight of tragedy proceeds from our con- 
sciousness of fiction ; if we thought murders and treasons 
real, they would please no more. 

Imitations produce pain or pleasure, not because they 
are mistaken for realities, but because they bring reahties 
to mind. When the imagination is recreated by a painted 
landscape, the trees are not supposed capable to give us 
shade, or the fountains coolness ; but we consider, how 
we should be pleased with such fountains playing beside 
us, and such woods waving over us. We are agitated in 
reading the history of Henry the Fifth, yet no man takes 
bis book for the field of Agincourt. A dramatic exhibi- 
tion is a book recited with concomitants that increase or 
diminish its effect. Familiar comedy is oflen more power- 
ful on the theatre than in the page ; imperial tragedy is 
always less. The humour of Petruchio may be heighten- 
ed by grimace ; but what voice or what gesture can hope 
to add dignity or force to the soliloquy of Cato ? 

A play read, affects the mind like a play acted. It is 
therefore evident, that the action is not supposed to be 
real ; and it follows, that between the acts, a longer or 
shorter time may be allowed to pass, and that no more 
account of space or duration is to be taken by the auditor 
of a drama, than by the reader of a narrative, before 
whom may pass in an hour, the life of a hero, or the revo- 
lutions of an empire. 

Whether Shakespeare knew the unities, and rejected 
tbem by design, or deviated from them by happy igno- 
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nace, it 10, I tbink, impossible to decide, and useless to 
inquire. We may reasonably. suppose, that, when he rose 
to notice, he did not want the counsels and admonitions of 
scholars and critics, and that he at last deliberately per- 
Asted 10 a practice, which he might have begun by chance. 
As nothing is essential to the iable, but unity of action^ 
and as the unities of time and place arise evidently from 
Use assumptions, and, by circumscribing the extent of 
the drama, lessen its variety, I cannot think it much to be 
lankented, that they were not known by him, or not ob* 
•erved : nor, if such another poet could arise, should I 
Tery vehemently reproach him, that his first act passed 
at Venice, and his next in Cyprus. Such violations of 
rules merely positive, become the comprehensive genius 
of Shakespeare, T^nd such censures are suitable to the mi^ 
«ute and slender criticism of Voltaire > 

Mm usque adeo penmscuit imif 
tjongui summa dies^ ut non^ si voce Metelli 
Serveniur leges, malint a Qesare tolli, 

Tet when I speak thus slightly of dramatic rules, I oan^ 
not bat recollect how much wit and learning may be pro« 
duced against me ; before such authorities I am afraid to 
gtand, not that I think the present question one of those 
tiiat are to be decided by mere authority, but because it 
is to be suspected, that these precepts have not been so 
easily received, but for better reasons than I have yet 
been able to find. The result of my inquiries, in which 
it would be ludicrous to boast of impartiality, is, that the 
unities of time and place are not essential to a just drama; 
that though they may sometimes conduce to pleasure* 
they are always to be sacrificed to the nobler beauties of 
variety and instruction ; and that a play, written with 
nice observation of critical rules, is to be contemplated as 
an elaborate curiosity, as the product of superfluous and 
ostentatious art, by which is shown, rather what is possi* 
ble, than what is necessary. 

He that, without diminution of any other excellence^ 
shall preserve all the unities unbroken, deserves the like 
applause with the architect, who shall display all the or-> 
ders of architecture in a citadel, without any deduction 
fitnB its strcn^ \ but the principal beauty of a citadel it 
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to exclude the enemy ; and the greatest graces of a play 
are to copy nature, and inetruct liie. 

Perhaps, what I have here not dogmatically hut deli- 
berately written, may recall the principles of the drama 
to a new examination. 1 am almost frighted at my own 
temerity ; and, when 1 estimate the fame and the strength 
of those that maintain the contrary opinion, am ready to 
sink down in reverential silence ; as iEneas withdrew from 
the defence of Troy, when he saw Neptune shaking the 
wall, and Juno heading the besiegers. • 

Those whom my arguments cannot persuade to give 
their approbation to the j'idgment of Shakespeare, will 
easily, if they consider the condition of his Ufe, make some 
allowance for his ignorance. 

Every man's performances, to be rightly estimated, 
must be compared with the state of the age in which he 
lived, and with his own particular opportunities ; and 
though to a reader a book be not worse or better for the 
circumstances of the author, yet as there is always a silent 
reference of human works to human abilities, and as the 
inquiry, how far man may extend his designs, or how high 
he may rate his native force, is of far greater dignity than 
in what rank we shall place any particular peiformance, 
curiosity is always busy to discover the instruments, as 
well as to survey the workmanship, to know how much is 
to be ascribed to original powers, and how much to casual 
and adventitious help. The palaces of Peru or Mexico 
were certainly mean and inconmiodious habitations, if com* 
pared to the bouses of European monarchs ; yet who could 
forbear to view them with astonishment, who remembered 
that they were built without the use of iron ? 

The English nation, in the time of Shakespeare, was 
yet struggling to emerge from barbarity. The philology 
of Italy had been transplanted hither in the reign of 
Henry the Eighth ; and the learned languages had beea 
successfully cultivated by Lilly, Linacre, and More ; by 
Pole, Cheke, and Gardiner; and afterwards by Smith, 
Clerk, Haddon, and Ascham. Greek was now taught to 
boys in the principal schools ; and those who united ele- 
gance with learning, read, with great diligence, the Ita- 
lian and Spanish poets. But literature was yet confined 
to professed scholars, or to men and women of high 
tank* The pablic was gross and dark ; aod to be able 
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to read and write, was an accomplishment still Tallied for 
its rarity. 

Nations, like individuals, have their infancy. A peo- 
ple newly awakened to literary curiosity, being yet on* 
acquainted with the true state of tilings, know not hpw to 
judge of that which is proposed as its resemblance. What* 
ever is remote from common appearances, is always wel- 
come to vulgar, as to childish credulity ; and of a country 
onenlightent^d by learning, the whole people is the vul- 
gar. The study of those who then aspired to plebeian 
learning was laid out upon adventures, giants, dragons, 
and enchantments. 7^ Death of Arthur was the &• 
irourite volume. 

The mind which has feasted on the luxurious wonders 
of fiction, has no taste for the insipidity of truth. A play, 
which imitated only the common occurrences of the 
world, would, upon the admirers of Palmerin and Cruy of 
WarTcick^ have made little impression ; he that wrote for 
such an audience was under the necessity of looking 
roimd for strange events and fabulous transactions ; ana 
that incrcdibihty, by which maturer knovrledge is offend- 
ed, was the chief recommendation of writings, to unskil- 
ful curiosity. 

Our author's plots are generally borrowed from novels ; 
and it is reasonable to suppose, that he chose the most 
popular, such as were read by many, and related by 
more ; for his audience could not have followed him 
through the intricacies of the drama, had they not held 
the thread of the story in their hands. 

The stories, which we now find only in remoter authors, 
were in his time accessible and familiar. The fable of At 
ycu like it, which is supposed to be copied from Chaucer^S 
Gamelyn, was a little pamphlet of those times ; and old 
Mr. Gibber remembered the tale of Hamlet in plain Eng- 
lish prose, which the critics have now to seek in Saxo 
Crammaticus, 

His English histories he took from EInglish chronicles 
and English ballads ; and as the ancient writers were made 
known to his countrymen by versions, they supplied him 
with new subjects ; he dilated some of Plutarch* lives 
into plays, when they had been translated by North. 

His plots, whether historical or fabulous, are always 
crowded with incidents, by which tiie attention gf 9 rude 
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people was more easily caught than by sentiment or argil* 
mentation ; and such is the power of the marvellous, even 
over those who despise it, that every man finds his mind 
more strongly seized by the tragedies of Shakespeare than 
of any other writer ; others please us by particular 
speeches, but he always makes us anxious for the event, 
and has perhaps excelled all but Homer in securing the 
first purpose of a writer, by exciting restless and un- 
quenchable curiosity, and compelling him that reads hit 
work to read it through. 

The shows and busUe with which bis plays abound, haye 
the same oriufinal. As knowledge advances, pleasure 
passes from the eye to the ear, but returns, as it declines, 
from the ear to the eye. Those to whom our author*! 
labours wore exliibited, had more skill in pomps or pro- 
cesisions than in poetical language, and perhaps wanted 
some visible and discriminated events, as comments on the 
dialogue. He knew how he should most please; and 
w^ 'her his practice is moro agreeable to nature, or whe- 
th liis example has prejudiced the nation, we still find 
that on our stage somct.'iing must be done as well as said ; 
and inactive declamation is very coldly heard, however 
musical or elegant, passionate or sublime. 

Voltaire expresses his wonder, that our author^s extra- 
yagancies are endured by a nation, which has seen the 
tragedy of Catv. Let him be answered, that Addison 
freaks tiie language of poets, and Shakespeare, of men. 
We find in Cato innumerable beauties which enamour us of 
its a'itlior, but we see nothing that acquaints us with hu- 
man sentiments or human actions ; we place it with the 
fiiirest and the noblest progeny which judgment propa- 
gates by conjunction with learning ; but Othello is the vigo- 
rous and vivacious offspring of observation impregnated 
by genius. Qito affords a splendid exhibition of artificial 
and fictitious manners, and dehvers just and noble senti- 
ments, in diction easy, elevated, and harmonious ; but its 
hopes and fears communicate no vibration to the heart ; 
the composition refers us only to the writer : we pro- 
nounce the name of Cato, but we think on Addison. 

Th^work of a correct and regular writer is a garden 
accurately formed and diligently planted, varied with 
shades, and scented with flowers ; the composition of 
Shakespeare is a forest> in which oaks extend their 
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brtnches, and pines tower in the air, interspersed some- 
times with weeds and brambles, and sometimes giving shel- 
ter to myrtles and to roses ; filling the eye with awful pomp, 
and gratifying the mind with endless diversity. Other poets 
display cabinets of precious rarities, minutely fini^ed, 
wrought into shape, and polished into brightness. Shake- 
speare opens a mine which contains gold and diamonds in 
inexhaustible plenty, though clouded by incrustations, de- 
based by impurities, and mingled with a mass of meaner 
minerals. 

It has been much disputed, whether Shakespeare owed 
his excellence to his own native force, or whether he had 
the common helps of scholastic education, the precepts of 
critical science, and the examples of ancient authors. 

There has always prevailed a tradition, that Shake- 
speare wanted learning, that he had no regular education,* 
nor much skill in the dead languages. Jonson, his friend, 
affirms, that he had miall LcUin and less Creek ; who, be- 
sides that he had no imaginable temptation to falsehood, 
wrote at a time when the character and acquisitions of 
Shakespeare were known to multitudes. His evi'lence 
ought therefore to decide the controversy, unless some 
testimony of equal force could be opposed. 

Some have imagined, that they have discovered deep 
learning in imitations of old writers ; but the examples 
which 1 have known urged, were drawn from books 
translated in his time ; or were such easy coincidencies of 
thought, as will happen to all who consider the same sub- 
jects ; or such remarks on life or axioms of morality as 
float in conversation, and are transmitted tlirough tlie world 
10 proverbial sentences. 

I have found it remarked, that, in this important sen- 
tence. Go before^ Fll follow ^ we read a translation of, Jpros^ 
sequar, I have been told, that when Caliban, after a 
pleasing dream, says, Icry^d to sleep again, the author imi- 
tates Anacreon, who had, like every other man, the same 
wish on the same occasion. 

There are a few passages which may pass for imitations, 
but so few, that the exception only confirms the rule ; he 
obtained them from accidental quotations, or by oral com- 
munication, and as he used what he had, would have used 
more if he had obtained them. 

The Cmnedy of Errors is confessedly taken from the 
Menackmi of PlatUw ; from the only play of Plautus whick 
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WM then in English. What can' be more probable, tbaii 
that he who copied that, would have copied more ; bat 
that those which were not translated were inaccessible ? 

Whether he knew the modem languages is oncertain. 
That his plays have some French scenes proves but little ;, 
he might easily procure them to be written, and proba* 
bly, even though he had known the language in the com- 
mon degree, he could not have written it without assists 
ance. In the story of Romeo and Juliet he is observed to 
bave followed the English translation, where it deviatea 
from the Italian ; but this, on the other part, proves no* 
thing against his knowledge of the original. He was to 
copy, not what he knew himself, but what was known to 
bis audience. 

It is most likely that he had learned Latin sufficiently to 
nake him acquainted with construction, but that he never 
advanced to an easy perusal of the Roman authors. Con- 
cerning his skill in modem languages, I can Ond no suffi- 
cient ground of determination ; but as no imitations* of French 
or Italian authors have been discovered, though the Italian 
poetry was then high in esteem, I am inclined to believe, 
that he read httle more than English, and chose for his &# 
bles only such tales as he found translated. 

That much knowledge is scattered over his works 19 
Tery justly observed by Pope, but it is often such know- 
ledge as books did not supply. He that will understand 
Shakespeare, must not be content to study him in tho 
closet, he must look for his meaning sometimes among tho 
sports of the field, and sometimes among the manufactures 
of the shop. 

There is however proof enough that he was a very dili- 
gent reader, nor was our language then so indigent of 
books, but that he might very liberally indulge his curi* 
osity without excursion into foreign literature. Many of 
the Roman authors were translated, and some of the Greek; 
the Reformation had filled the kingdom with theological 
learning ; most of the topics of human disquisition had 
found English writers ; and poetry had been cultivated, 
not only with diligence, but success. This was a stock of 
knowledge sufficient for a mind so capable of appropria* 
ting and improving it. 

But the greater part of his excellence was the product 
of his own genius. He found the English stage in a state 

of the utmost rudeness , no essays either in tragedy or 
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fiouedy had appeared, from wliich it could be dhcorered 
to what degree of delight either one or other might be 
carried. Neither character nor dialogue was yet ander- 
gtood. Shakespeare may be truly said to have introduced 
them both amongst us, and in some of his happier scenes, 
to hare carried them both to the utmost height 

By what gradations of improvement be proceeded, is 
)M>t easily known ; for the chronology of his works is yet 
insettled. Rowe is of opinion, that perhaps wt art wni 
U look for kii beginnings^ like those of other writers^ in Hie 
ka$t perfect works ; art had so little, and nature so large a 
share in what he did, that far aught I knowy says he, 1^ per^ 
formances of his youth, as they were the most vigorous, were 
the best. But the power of nature is only the power of 
lisiDg to any certain purpose the materiab which diligence 
procures, or opportunity supplies. Nature gives no man 
mowledge, and when images are collected by study and 
experience, can only assist in combining or applying theni 
Shakespeare, however favoured by nature, could impart 
only what he had learned ; and as he must increase his 
ideas, like other mortals, by gradual acquisition, he, lite 
ikem, grew wiser as he grew older, could display life bet- 
ter, as he knew it more, and instruct with more efficacy, 
Us he was himself more amply instructed. 

There is a vigilance of observation and accuracv of 
distinction which books and precepts cannot confer ; from 
this almotfit all original and native excellence proceeds. 
Shakespeare must have looked upon mankind with per- 
spicacity, in the highest degree curious and attentive. 
Other writers borrow their characters from preceding 
writers, and diversify them only by the accidental append- 
ages of present manners ; the dress is a little varied, but 
the body is the same. Our author had both matter and 
ibnn to provide ; for except the characters of Chaucer, to 
whom I think he is not much indebted, there were no wri- 
ters in Ekiglish, and perhaps not many in other modem lan- 
guages, which shewed Ufe in its native colours. 

The contest about the original benevolence or maligni- 
ty of man had not yet commenced. Speculation had not 
yet attempted to analyze the mind, to trace the passions to 
their sources, to unfold the seminal principles of vice and 
firtue, or sound the depths of the heart for the motives of 
action. All those inquiries, which from the time th^t 
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human nature became the fashionable study, hare beea 
made sometimes with nice discernment, but often with idle 
ftubtilty, were yet unattempted. The tales, with which 
the infattcy of learning was satisfied, exhibited only the 
superficial appearances of action, related the events, but 
omitted the causes, and were formed for such as deligrhted 
in wonders rather than in truth. Mankind was not then to 
be studied in the closet ; he that would know the world, 
was uridf^r the necessity of gleaning liis own remarks, bj 
mingling, as he could, in its business and amusements. 

Boyle congratulated himself upon his high birth, because 
it favoured his curiosity, by facilitating his access. Shake- 
speare had no such advantage ; he came to London a needj 
sdvenlurer, and lived for a time by very mean employ- 
ments. Many works of genius and learning have been 
performed in states of life that appear very little favour- 
able to thought or to inquiry ; so many, that he who consi- 
ders them is inclined to think that he sees enterprise and 
perseverance predominating over all external agency, and 
bidding help and hindrance vanish before them. The ge- 
nius of Shakespeare was not to be depressed by the weight 
of poverty, nor limited by the narrow conversation to which 
men in want are inevitably condemned ; the incumbrances 
of his fortune were shaken from his mind, as dew-drops 
from a Urn's mane. 

Though he had so many difficulties to encounter, and 
so little assistance to surmount them, he has been able to 
obtain an exact knowledge of many modes of life, and many 
casts of native dispositions ; to vary them with great mul- 
tiplicity ; to mark them by nice distinctions ; and to show 
them in full view by proper combinations. In this part of 
his performances he had none to imitate, but has himself 
been imitated by all succeeding writers ; and it may be 
doubted, whether from all his successors more maxims 
of theoretical knowledge, or more rules of practical pru- 
dence, can be collected, than he alone has given to his 
country. 

Nor was his attention confined to the actions of men ; he 
was an exact surveyor of the inanimate world ; his de- 
scriptions have always some peculiarities, gathered bj 
contemplating things as they really exist. It may be ob- 
served, that the oldest poets of many nations preserve 
their reputation, and that the following generations of witt 
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after a short celebrity, sink into oblivion. The first, who- 
eyer they be, must take their sentiments and descriptions 
immediately from knowledge ; the resemblance is there- 
fore just, their descriptions are verified by erery eye, 
and Uieir sentiments acknowledged by every breast. 
Those whom their fame invites to the same studies, copy 
partly them, and partly nature, till the bboks of one age 
gain such authority, as to stand in the place of nature to 
another, and imitation, always deviating a little, becomes 
at last capricious and casual. Shakespeare, whether life 
or nature be his subject, shews plainly-, that he has seen 
with his own eyes ; he gives the image which he re- 
ceives, not weakened or distorted by the intervention of 
any other mind ; the ignorant feel his representations to 
be just, and the learned sec that they are complete. 

Perhaps it would not be easy to find any author, except 
Homer, who invented so much as Shakespeare, who so 
much advanced the studies which he cultivated, or 
<>ffused so much novelty upon his age or country. The 
form, the character, the language, and the shows of the 
English drama are his. He seems ^ says Dennis, to have 
been the very original of our English tragical harmony, that 
is J the harmony ojf blank verse, diversified often by dissyllable 
C7id trisyllable terminations. For the diversity distinguishes 
it from heroic harmony, and by bringing it nearer to common 
tise, makes it more proper to gain attention, and more fit 
for action and dialogue. Such verse we make zvhen we are 
writing prose ; we make such verse in common conversation, 

I know not whether this praise is rigorously just. The 
dissyllable termination, which the critic rightly appro- 
priates to the drama, is to be found, though, I think, not 
jn Oorboduc, which is confessedly before our author ; yet 
in Ilieronymo, of which the date is not certain, but which 
there is reason to believe at least as old as his earliest 
plays. This however is certain, that he is the first who 
taught either tragedy or comedy to please, there being no 
theatrical piece of any older writer, of which the name is 
known, except to antiquaries and collectors of books, which 
are sought because they are scarce, and would not have 
been scarce, had they been much esteemed. 

To him we must ascribe the praise, unless Spenser may 
divide it with him, of having first discovered to how 
much smootlmess and harmony the Englibh language 
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could be softened. He hau$ speeches, perhaps sometimes 
tcenes, which have all the dehcacy of Kowe, without hit 
effeminacy. He endeavours indeed commonly to strike 
by the ferce and vigour of his dialogue, but he aever 
executes his purpose better, than when he tries to sooth 
by softness. 

Yet it must tfe at last confessed, that as we owe everf 
thing to him, he owes something to us ; that if much of 
liis praise is paid by perception and judgment, much it 
likewise given by custom and veneration. We fix our 
eyes upon his graces, and turn them from his deformities^ 
and endure in him what we should in another loathe or 
despise. If we endured without praising, respect for the 
lather of our drama might excuse us ; but I have seen^ 
in the book of some modem critic, a collection of anoma- 
lies, which show that he has corrupted language by every 
mode of depravation, but which his admirer has accuma* 
lated as a monument of honour. 

He has scenes of undoubted and perpetual excellence, 
but perhaps not one play, which, if it were now exhibited 
as the work of a contemporary writer, would be heard to 
the conclusion. I am indeed far from thinking^, that his 
works were wrought to his own ideas of perfection ; whea 
they were such as would satisfy the audieoce, they satis- 
fied the writer. It is seldom that authors, though more 
studious of fame than Shakespeare, rise much above the 
standard of their own age ; to add a little to what is best 
will always be sufficient for present praise, and those who 
find themselves exalted into fame, are willing to credit 
their encomiasts, and to spare the labour of contending 
with themselves. 

It does not appear, that Shakespeare thought his Works 
worthy of posterity, that he levied any ideal tribute upoQ 
future times, or had any further prospect, than of pre- 
sent popularity and present profit. When his plays had 
been acted, his hope was at an end ; he solicited no addi- 

• tion of honour from the reader. He therefore made no 
scruple to repeat the same jests in many dialogues, or to 

. entangle different plots by the same knot of perplexi^; 
which may be at least forgiven him, by those who recol- 
lect, that of Congreve^s four comedies, two are concluded 
by a marriage ia a mask, by a deceptioDy which perhaps 
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fterer happened, and which, whether likely or not, he 
did not invent. 

So careless was this g^eat poet of future &vie, that 
though he retired to ease and plenty, while he was yet 
little declined into the vale of yeart^ before he could be 
disgusted with fatigue, or disabled by infirmity, he made 
no collection of his works, nor desired to rescue those 
that had been already published from the depravationfl 
that obscured them, or secure to the rest a better destiny^ 
by giving them to the world in their genuine state. 

Of the plays which bear the name of Shakespeare in 
the late editions, the greater part were not published till 
about seven years after his death, and the few which 
appeared in his life are apparently thrust into the world 
without the care of the author, and therefore probably 
without his knowledge. 

Of all the publishers, clandestine or professed, the neg* 
ligence and unskilfulness has, by the late revisers, been 
sufficiently shown. The faults of all are indeed numerous 
and g^oss, and have not only corrupted many passages 
perhaps beyond recovery, but have brought others into 
suspicion, which are only obscured by obsolete pliraseo- 
logy, or by the writer's unskilfulness and affectation. To 
alter is more easy than to explain, and temerity is a more 
common quality than diligence. Those who saw that 
they must employ conjecture to a certain degree, were 
willing to indulge it a little further. Had the author pub- 
lished his own works, we should have sat quietly down to 
disentangle his intricacies, and clear his obscurities ; but 
now we tear what we cannot loose, and eject what we 
happen not to understand. 

The faults are more than could have happened without 
the concurrence of many causes. The style of Shake- 
speare was in itself ungrammatical, perplexed, and ob- 
scure ; his works were transcribed for the players by those 
who may be supposed to have seldom understood them ; 
they were transmitted by copiers equally unskilful, who 
still multiplied errors ; they were perhaps sometimes mu- 
tilated by the actors, for the sake of shortening the 
speeches ; and were at last printed without correction of 
the press. 

In this state they remained, not as Dr. Warburton sup* 
poses, because they were unregarded, but because the 
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€ditor*fl art was not yet applied to modern langaages, and 
our ancestors were accustomed to so much negligence of 
English printers, that they could very patiently endure^ 
it. At last an edition was undertaken by Rowe ; not be- 
cause a poet was to be published by a poet, for Rowe seems 
to have thought very little on correction or explanation, 
but that our author*s works might appear like those of hif 
fraternity, with the appendages of a life and recommen-' 
datory preface. Rowe has been clamorously blamed for 
not performing what he did not undertake, and it is timt 
that justice be done him, by confessing, that though he 
seems to have had no though^ of corruption beyond the 
printer's errors, yet he has made many emendations, if 
they were not made before, which his successors have re- 
ceived without acknowledgment, and which, if they bad 
produced them, would have filled pages and pages with 
censures of the stupidity by which the faults were com- 
mitted, with displays of the absurdities which they in- 
volved, with ostentatious expositions of the new reading, 
and self-congratulations on the happiness of discover- 
ing it. 

As of the other editors I have preserved the prefaceSi 
I have likewise borrowed the author's life from Rowe, 
though not written with much elegance or spirit ; it re- 
lates however what is now to be known, and therefore de- 
serves to pass through all succeeding publications. 

The nation had been for many years content enoggli 
with Mr. Rowe's performance, when Mr. Pope made 
them acquainted with the true state of Shakespeare's text, 
showed that it was extremely corrupt, and gave reason to 
hope thatthei'e were means of reforming it. He collated 
the old copies, which none had thought to examine be- 
fore, and restored many lines to their integrity ; but, by 
a very compendious criticism, he rejected whatever he 
disliked, and thought more of amputation than of cure. 

I know not why he is conmiended by Dr. Warburton 
for distinguishing the genuine from the spurious plays. 
In this choice he exerted no judgment of his own ; the 
plays which he received, were given to Hemings and 
Condel, the first editors ; and those which he rejected, 
though, according to the licentiousness of the press id 
those times, they were printed during Shakespeare's life, 
with his name, had been omitted by .his friends, and wefe 



aerer added to his works before the edition of 1664» from 
which they were copied by the later printers. 

This was a work which Poptf seems to have thought 
VDworthy of his abiUties, being not able to suppress his 
contempt of the dull duty of an editor. He understood 
hot halif his undertaking. The duty of a collator is in- 
deed dull, yet, like other tedious tasks, is very necessary ; 
hot an emendatory critic would ill discharge his duty* 
without qualities very different from dulness. In peru- 
ling a corrupted piece, he must have before him all possi- 
Uities of meaning, with all possibilities of expression. 
Soch must be his comprehension of thought, and such his 
copiousness of language. Out of many readings possible, 
he most be able to select that which best suits with the 
ftite, opinions, and modes of language prevailing in 
eTery age, and with his author's particular cast of thought 
aid turn of expression. Such must be his knowledge, 
and such his taste. Conjectural criticism demands more 
than hamanity possesses, and he that exercises it with 
iBost praise, has very frequent need of indulgence. Let 
us now be told no more of the duU duty of an editor. 

Confidence is the common consequence of success* 
They whose excellence of any kind has been loudly cele- 
hrated, are ready to conclude, that their powers are uni« 
fersal. Pope's edition feU below his own expectations, 
and he was so much offended, when he was found to have 
left any thing for others to de, that he passed the latter 
part of his life in a state of hostility with verbal cri- 
ticism. 

I hare retained all his notes, that no fragment of so 
great a writer may be lost; his pre&ce, valuable alike for 
elegance of composition and justness of remark*, and con- 
tuning a general criticism on his aiithor, so extensive that 
fittle can be added, and so exact, that little can be dispu- 
ted, every editor has an mterest to suppress, but that 
6veiy reader would demand its insertion. 

Pope was succeeded by Theobald, a man of narrow 
comprehension, and small acquisitions, with np native 
and intrinsic splendour of genius, with httle of the arti- 
6eial light of learning, but zealous for minute accuracy, 
and not negligent in pursuing it* He collated the ancient 
copies, and rectified many errors. A man so anxiously 
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Bcnipnlous mig^ht Iiave been expected to do more, but 
what little he did was commoDly right. 

In his reports of copies and editions he is not to be 
trusted without examination. He speaks sometimes in- 
defuiitely of copies, when he has only one. In his eim» 
ineration of editions, he mentions the two first folios as of 
high, and the third folio as of middle authority; but the 
truth is, that the first is equivalent to all others, and that 
the rest only deviate from it by the printer's negligence. 
Whoever has any of the folios has all, excepting those 
diversities which mere reiteration of editions will produce. 
I collated them all at the beginning, but aAcrwards used 
only the first. 

Of his notes I have generally retained those which he 
retained himself in his second edition, except when they 
were confuted by subsequent annotators, or were too mi- 
nute to merit preservation. I have sometimes adopted 
his restoration of a comma, without inserting the pane- 
gyric in which he celebrated himself for his achievement* 
The exuberant excrescence of his diction I have often 
lopped, his triumphant exultations over Pope and Kowe i 
have sometimes suppressed, and his contemptible osten- 
tation I have frequently concealed ; but I have in some 
places shewn him, as he would have shewn himself, for 
the reader's diversion, that the inflated emptiness of some 
Dotes may justify or excuse the contraction of the rest. 

Theobald, thus weak and ignorant, thus mean and faith- 
less, thus petulant and ostentatious, by the good luck of 
having Pope for his enemy, has escaped, and escaped 
alone, with reputation, from this undertaking. So wil- 
lingly docs the world support those who solicit favour, 
against those who command reverence ; and so easily is 
he praised, whom no man can envy. 

Our author fell then into the hands of Sir Thomas Han- 
mer, the Oxford editor, a man, in my opinion, eminentlj 
qualified by nature for such studies. He had, what is 
the first requisite to emcndatory criticism, that intuition by 
which the poet's intention is immediately discovered, and 
that dexterity of intellect which despatches its work by 
the easiest means. He had undoubtedly read much ; his 
acquaintance with customs, opinions, and traditions, seems 
to have been large ; and he is often learned without show. 
He seldom passes what he does not understand, without 
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tn attempt to find or to make a meaning, and flometimea 
hastily makes what a little more attention would have 
iband. He is solicitous to reduce to grammar, what he 
could not be sure that his author intended to be gramma- 
tical. Shakespeare regarded more the series of ideas, 
than of words ; and liis language, not being designed for 
the reader*s desk, was all that he desired it to be, if it 
eonveyed his meaning to the audience. 

Hanmer's care of the metre has been too violently cen» 
fnred. He found the measure reformed in so many pas- 
lages, by the silent labours of some editors, with ttie si- 
lent acquiescence of the rest, that he thought himself al- 
lowed to extend a little 'further the license, which had 
already been carried so far without reprehension ; and of 
his corrections in general, it must be confessed, that they 
mre oAen just, and made commonly with the least possible 
riolation of the text. 

But, by inserting his emendations, whether invented or 
borrowed, into the page, without any notice of varying 
copies, he has appropriated the labour of his predeces- 
sors, and made his own edition of little authority. His 
confidence indeed, both in himself and others, was too 
great ; he supposes all to be right that was done by Pope 
and Theobald ; he seems not to snspect a critic of fallibi- 
lity, and it was but reasonable that he should claim what 
he so liberally granted. 

As he never writes without careful inquiry and dili* 

fent consideration, I have received all his notes, and be* 
eve that every reader will wish for more. 
Of the last editor it is more difficult to speak. Respect 
is due to high place, tenderness to living reputation, and 
Tene ration to genius and learning ; but he cannot be justly 
offended at that liberty of which he has himself so fre« 
quently given an example, nor very solicitous what is 
bought of notes, which he ought never to have consi- 
dered as part of his serious employments, and which, I 
suppose, since the ardour of composition is remitted, b% 
po longer numbers among his happy effusions. 

The original and predominant error of his commentary, 
is acquiescence in his first thoughts ; that precipitation 
which is produced by consciousness of quick discernment ; 
sind that confidence which presumes to do, by surveying 
the surface^ what labour only can performi by penetrating 
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the bottom. His notes exhibit sometimes peirerse inter* 
pretations, and sometimes improbable conjectures ; he at 
one time g^ves the author more profundity of meaning 
than the sentence admits, and at another discovers abeurdi* 
ties, where the sense is plain to every other reader. But 
his emendations are likewise oAen happy and just ; and 
his interpretation of obscure passages, learned and sa- 
gacious. 

Of his notes, I have commonly rejected those, against 
which the general voice of the public has exclaimed, or 
which their own incongruity immediately condenms, and 
which, I suppose, the author himself would desire to be 
forgotten. Of the rest, to part 1 have given the higliest 
approbation, by inserting the offered reading in the text ; 
part 1 have left to the judgment of the reader, as doabt- 
tiil, though specious ; and part 1 have censured without 
reserve, but I am sure without bitterness of malice, and, 
I hope, without wantonness of insult. 

It is no pleasure to me, in revising my volumes, to ob- 
serve how much paper is wasted in confutation. Whoever 
con!<iders the revolutions of learning, and the various ques- 
tions of greater or less importance, upon which wit and 
reason have exercised their powers, must lament the un- 
fuccessfulness of inquiry, and the slow advances of truth, 
when he reflects, that great part of the labour of every 
writer is only the destruction ojf those that went before him. 
The first care of the builder of anew system, is to demo- 
lish the fabrics which are standing. The chief desire of him 
that comments on an author, is to show how much other 
commentators have corrupted and obscured him. The 
opinions prevalent in one age, as truths above the reach 
of controversy, are confuted and rejected in another, and 
rise again to reception in remoter times. Thus the hu- 
■lan mind is kept in motion without progress. Thus some- 
times truth and error, and sometimes contrarieties of error, 
take each other's place by reciprocal invasion. The tide 
of seeming knowledge, which is poured over one gene- 
ration, retires and leaves another naked and barren ; the 
sudden meteors of inteUigence, which for a while appear 
to shoot their beams into the regions of obscurity, on a 
sadden withdraw their lustre, and leave mortals again to 
grope their way. 

These elevatioos and depressions of renown, and tfatt 



mtradictions to which all improvers of knowledge must 
ibr ever be exposed, since they are not escaped by the 
bighest and brightest of mankind, may surely be endured 
with patience by critics and annotators, who can rank 
themselves but as the satellites of their authors, flow 
canst thou beg for life, says Homer's hero to his captive, 
when thou knowest that thou art now to suffer only what 
must another day be suffered by Achilles ? 

Dr. Warburton had a name sufficient to confer celebrity 
on those who could e^alt themselves into antagonists, and 
his notes have raised a clamour too loud to be distinct. His 
chief assailants are the authors of The easuau of criticism^ 
and of The rtvind of Shakespeare* s text ; of whom one ridi« 
coles his errors with airy petulance, suitable enough to 
the levity of the controversy ; the other attacks them with 
gloomy malignity, as if he were dragging to justice anas- 
lassin or incendiary. The one stings like a fly, sucks a 
little blood, takes a gay flutter, and returns for more ; the 
other bites like a viper, and would be glad to leave inflam* 
mation and gangrene behind him. When 1 think on one, 
with his confederates, I remember the danger of Coriola* 
Dus, who was afraid ihai girls with spits, and boys mith stones, 
Aould slay him in puny battle ; when the other crosses iry 
pnagination, 1 remember the prodigy in Macbeth ; 

^falcon towering in kis pride ofplacty 
Was by a mousing owl hawk*d at and kUVdm 

Let me however do them justibe. One is a wit, and one 
a scholar.* They have both shewn acuteness sufl|cient 
in the discovery of faults, and have both advanced some 
probable interpretations of obscure passages ; but when 
they aspire to conjecture and emendation, it appears how 
fiJsely we all estimate our own abilities, and the little which 
they have been able to perform, might have taught them 
more candour to the endeavours of others. 

Before Dr. Warburton's edition. Critical Observations on 
Shakeimeare had been published by Mr. Upton, a man skiU* 
ed in languages, and acquainted with books, but whoseeme 

* It h extnordlnuy that this gentlenran ibouM attempt so voIaiBlootif • work tt 
ttc revlaal of Shake«peare*B Text, when he telli ut in hia preface, * be wan not aq 
ioftuiMte aa to he furoithed with either of the folic etfitions, much leaa any of tb« 
■aclciit quaitos : ab<i even sir Tbomaa Haooti*! perfonoaace wu knowa to him 
«>lfbj9r.WtrbuitOD'trcpreaeotatJOB.* rARBIJBR. 
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to hare had no great vigour of genras or nicety of ta$ie« 
Many of his explanations are curious and useful, bat he 
likewise, though he professed to oppose the licentious con* 
fidence of editors, and adhere to the old copies, is unable 
to restrain the rage of emendation, though his ardour is 
ill seconded by his skill. Every cold empiric, when his 
heart is expanded by a successful experiment, swells into 
a theorist, and the laborious collator at some unlucky mo* 
Dent frolics in conjecture. 

Critical^ historical^ and explanatory notet have been like- 
wise published upon Shakespeare by Dr. Grey, whose di- 
ligent perusal of the old English writers has enabled him 
to make some useful observations. What he undertook 
he has well enough performed, but as he neither attempts 
judicial nor emendatory criticism, he employs rather his 
memory than his sagacity. It were to be wished that all 
would endeavour to imitate his modesty, who have not 
been able to surpass his knowledge. 

I can say with great sincerity of all my predecessors, 
whit I hope will hercafler be said of me, that not one has 
lefi Shakespeare without improvement, nor is there one 
to wiinin I have not been indebted for assistance and iufor- 
IT. '1. Whatever I have taken from them, it was my in- 
ti '11 to refer to its original author, and it is certain, that 
what 1 have not given to another, I behoved when I wrote 
it to he my own. In some perhaps I have been anticipa- 
ted ; but if 1 am ever found to encroach upon the remarks 
of any ether commentator, 1 am wiUing that the honour, be 
it more or less, should be transferred to the first claimant, 
for his right, and his alone, stands above dispute ; the se- 
cond can prove his pretensions only to himself, nor can 
himself always distinguish invention, with sufficient cer- 
tainty, from recollection. 

They have all been treated by me with candour, which 
they have not been careful of observing to one another. 
It is not easy to discover from what cause the acrimony of 
a schohast can naturally proceed. The subjects to be dis- 
cussed by him are of very small importance ; they involve 
neither property nor liberty ; nor favour the interest of 
sect or party. The various readings of copies, and differ- 
ent interpretations of a passage, seem to be questions that 
might exercise the wit, without engaging the passions. 
But whether it be^ that tinall ^ings make mean menproud^ 
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and canity catches small occasions ; or that all contrarietj 
of opinion, even in those that can defend it no longer, 
makes proud men angry ; there is often found in comraen* 
taries a spontaneous strain of invective and contempt, more 
eager and venomous than is vented by the most furious 
controvertist in politics against those whom he is hired to 
defame. 

Perhaps the lightness of the matter may conduce to the 
vehemence of the agency ; when the truth to be investi- 
gated is so near to inexistence, as to escape attention, its 
bulk is to be enlarged by rage and exclamation : that to 
which all would be indifferent in its original state, may 
attract notice when the fate of a name is appended to it 
A commentator has indeed great temptations to supply by 
turbulence what he wants of dignity, to beat his little gold 
to a spacious surface, to work that to foam which no art 
or diligence can exalt to spirit. 

The notes which I have borrowed or written are either 
illustrative, by which difficulties are explained ; or judi* 
cial, by which faults and beauties are remarked ; or emeu* 
datory, by which depravations are corrected. 

The explanations transcribed from others, if I do not 
subjoin any other interpretation, I suppose commonly to 
be right, at least 1 intend by acquiescence to confess, that 
I have nothing better to propose. 

Afler the labours of all the editors, I found many pas* 
sages which appeared to me likely to obstruct the greater 
number of readers, and thought it my duty to facilitate 
their passage. It is impossible for an expositor not to 
write too little for some, and too much for others. He 
can only judge what is necessary by his own experience ; 
and how long soever he may deliberate, will at last ex- 
plain many lines which the learned will think impossible 
to be mistaken, and omit many for which the ignorant will 
want his help. These are censures merely relative, and 
must be quietly endured. I have endeavoured to be nei- 
ther superfluously copious, nor scrupulously reserved, 
and hope that I have made my author's meaning accessible 
to many, who before were frighted from perusing him, 
and contributed something to ^e public, by difiusmg in- 
nocent and rational pleasure. 

The complete explanation of an author not systematic 
and consequential but desultory aod vagrant, abounding is 

Vol. 1 C 2 
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casual allusions and light hints, is not to be expected from 
any single scholiast. All personal reflections, when names 
are suppressed, must be in a few years irrecoverably ob- 
literated ; and customs, too minute to attract the notice of 
law, such as modes of dress, formalities of conversation, 
rules of visits, dispositions of furniture, and practices of 
ceremony, which naturally find places in familiar dialogue, 
are so fugitive and unsubstantial, that they are not easily 
retained or recovered. What can be known will be col- 
lected by chance, from tl;e recesses of obscure and obso- 
lete papers, perused commonly with some other view. 
Of Uiis knowledge every man has some, and none has 
much ; but when an author has engaged the public atten- 
tion, those who can add any thing to his illustration, com- 
mimicate their discoveries, and time produces what had 
eluded diligence. 

To time 1 have been obliged to resign many passages, 
which, though I did not understand them, will perhaps 
hereafter be explained, having, I hope, illustrated some, 
which others have neglected or mistaken, sometimes by 
short remarks, or marginal directions, such as every edi- 
tor has added at his will, and often by comments more la*, 
borious than the matter will seem to deserve ; but that 
which is most difficult is not always most important, and 
to an editor nothing is a trifle by which his author is ob- 
scured. 

The poetical beauties or defects I have not been very 
diligent to observe. Some plays have more, and some 
fewer judicial observations, not in proportion to their 
diflerence of merit, but because I gave this part of my de- 
sign to chance and \o caprice. The reader, I beheve, is 
seldom pleased to find his opinion anticipated ; it is natural 
to delight more in what we find or make, than in what we 
receive. Judgment, like other faculties, is improved by 
practice, and its advancement is hindered by submission to 
dictatorial decisions, as the memory grows torpid by the 
use of a table-book. Some initiation is however necessa- 
ry ; of all skill, part is infused by precept, and part is ob- 
tained by habit ; I have therefore shewn so much as may 
enable the candidate of criticism to discover the rest. 

To the end of most plays I have added short strictures, 
containing a general censure of faults, or praise of excel- 
lence I in which 1 know not how much I have concurred 
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the carrent opinion ; but I have not, by any afiecta- 
tion of singularity, deviated from it. Nothing is minutely 
and particularly examined, and therefore it is to be 8up« 
posed, that in the plays which are condemnc|d, there is 
much lo be praised, and in those which are praised, much 
to be condemned. 

The part of criticism in which the whole succession of 
editors has laboured with the greatest diligence, which hai 
occasioned the- most arrogant ostentation, and excited the 
keenest acrimony, is the emendation of corrupted passages, 
to wiiich the public attention having been first drawn bT 
the violence of the contention between Pope and Theobald, 
has been continued by the persecution, which, uith a kind 
of conspiracy, has been since raised against all the publish- 
ers of Shakespeare. 

That many passages have passed in a state of deprara- 
tion through all the editions is indubitably certain ; of 
these the restoration is only to be attempted hy roilation 
of copies, or sagacity of conjecture. The collator's pro- 
vince is safe and easy, the conjecturer's perilous jnd dif- 
ficult. Yet as the greater part of the plays are extant 
only in one copy, the peril must not be avoided, nor the 
difficulty refused. 

Of the readings which this emulation of amendment 
has hitherto produced, some from the labours of every 
publisher I have advanced into the text ; those are to be 
considered as in my opinion sufficiently supported ; some 
I have rejected without mention, as evidently erroneous ; 
some I have left in the notes without censure or approba- 
tion, as resting in equipoise between objection and de- 
fence ; and some, wliidh seemed specious but not right, I 
have inserted with a subsequent animadversion. 

Having classed the observations of others, I was at last 
to try what I could substitute for their mistakes, and how 
I could supply their omissions. I collated such copies as 
I could procure, and wished for more, but have not found 
the collectors of these rarities very conmiunicative. Of 
the editions which chance or kindness put into my hands, I 
have given an enumeration, that I may not be blamed for 
neglecting what I had not the power to do. 

By examining the old copies, I soon found that the lat- 
ter publishers, with all their boasts of diligence, suffered 
many passages to stand unauthorized, and contented theio- 
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selres with Rowers regulution of the text, even where 
they knew it to t>e arbitrary, aiid with a little considera- 
tioo might have found it to l>e wrong. Some of these al- 
terations ^re only the ejection of a word for one that ap- 
peared to him more elt^gant or more intelligible. These 
corruptions I have of\en <silt>ntly rectified ; for the history 
of our language, and the true force of our words, can only 
be pres»erved, by keeping tlie text of authors free from 
adulteration. Others, and those very freqrjent, smoothed 
the cadence, or regulated the measure ; on these 1 have 
not exercised the same rigour ; if only a wc>rd was trans- 
po««cd, or a particle inserted or omitted, I have sometimes 
suffered the line to stand ; for the inconstancy of the copies 
is such, as that some liberties may be easily permitted. 
But this practice 1 have not suffered to proceed far, hav- 
iog restored the primitive diction wherever it could for 
9ny reason be preferred. 

The emendations, which comparison of copies supplied, 
I have inserted in the text ; sometimes, where the im- 
provement wasshght, without notice, and sometimes with 
an account of the reasons of the change. 

Conjecture, though it be sometimes unavoidable, I have 
not wantonly nor licentiously indulged. It has been my 
settled principle, tliat the reading of the ancient books is 
probably true, and therefore is not to be disturbed for the 
sake of elegance, perspicuity, or mere improvement of 
the sense. For though much credit is not due to the fide- 
lity, nor any to the judgment of the first publishers, yet 
they who had the copy before their eyes were more like- 
ly to read it right, than we who read it only by imagina- 
tion. But it is evident that they have often made strange 
mistakes by ignorance or negligence, and that therefore 
something may be properly attempted by criticism, keep* 
ing the middle way between presumption and timidity. 

Such criticism I have attempted to practise, and where 
any passage appeared inextricably perplexed, have en- 
deavoured to discover how it may be recalled to sense, 
with least violence. But my first labour is, always to turn 
the old text on every side, and try if there be any inter- 
stice, through which light can find its way ; nor would 
Huetius himself condemn me, as refusing the trouble of re- 
aearch, for the ambition of alteration. In this modest in- 
dostry I have not been umiuccessful. I have rescued manj 
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fines from the violatioas of temerity, and secured many 
scenes from the inroads of correction. I have adopted the 
Roman sentiment, that it is more honourable to save a cHi- 
een, than to kill an enemj, and have been more careful to 
protect than to attack. 

I have preserved the common distribution of the pl&js 
into acts, though I believe it to be in almost all the plajrs 
▼oid of authority. Some of those which are divided in 
the later editions have no division in the first folio, and 
some that are divided in the folio have no division in the 
preceding copies. The settled mode of the theatre re- 
quires four intervals in the play ; but few, if any, of oor 
author's compositions can be properly distributed in thai 
manner. An act is so much of the drama as passes with- 
out intervention of time, or change of place. A panse 
makes a new act. In every real, and therefore in every 
imitative action, the intervals may be more or fewer, 
the restriction of five acts being accidental and arbitrary. 
This Shakespeare knew, and this he practised ; his piayg 
were written, and at first printed in one unbroken con- 
tinuity, and ouffht now to be exhibited with short pauses 
interposed as often as the scene is changed, or any con- 
siderable time is required to pass. This method would 
at once quell a thousand absurdities. 

In restoring the author's works to their integrity, I 
have considered the punctuation as wholly in my power ; 
for what could be their care of colons and commas, who 
corrupted words and sentences ? Whatever could be done 
by adjusting points, is therefore silently performed, in some 
plays, with much diligence, in others with less ; it is hari 
to keep a busy eye steadily fixed upon evanescent atoms, 
or a discursive mind upon evanescent truth. *The same 
liberty has been taken with a few particles, or other 
words of slight effect I have sometimes inserted or 
omitted them without notice. I have done that some- 
times, which the other editors have done always, and 
which indeed the state of the text may sufficiently 
justify. 

The greater part of readers, instead of blaming us for 

{massing trifles, will wonder that on mere trifles so much 
abour is expended, with such importance of debate, and 
such solemniw of diction. To these I answer with confi- 
dence, that they are judging of an art which they do not 
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ODdenUnd ; yet cannot much reproach them with tbeir 
igii trance, nor promise that they would become in ge- 
neral, by learning criticism, more useful, happier, of 
wiser. 

As I practised conjecture more, I learned to trust it less; 
and afler I had printed a few plays, resolved to insert none 
of my own readings in the text. Upon this caution 1 now 
congratulate myself, for every day increases my doubt of 
my emendations. 

Since 1 have confined my imagination to the margin, it 
must not be considered as very reprehensible, if I have 
sudered it to play some freaks in its own dominion. There 
is no danger in conjecture, if it be proposed as conjecture ; 
and while the text remains uninjured, those changes may 
be s.iibly olTered, which are not considered even by him 
that odors them as necesi^ary or safe. 

If my readings are of little value, they have not been 
ostentatiously displayed or importunately obtruded. I 
could have written longer notes, for the art of writing notes 
is not of difficult attainment. The work is performed* 
first by railing at the stupidity, negligence, ignorance, and 
asinine tastelessness of the former editors, and shewing, 
from all that goes before and all that follows, the inele- 
gance and absurdity of the old reading ; then by proposing 
something, which to superficial readers wo«iM seem spe- 
cious, but which the editor rejects with indignation ; then 
by producing the true reading, with a long paraphrase, 
and concluding with loud acclamations on the discovery, 
and a sober wish for the advancement and prosperity of 
genuine criticism. 

All this may be done, and perhaps done sometimes with- 
out impr<fpriety. But I have always suspected that the 
reading is right, which requires many words to prove it 
wrong ; and the emendation wrong, that cannot without so 
much labour appear to be right. The justness of a happy 
restoration strikes at once, and the moral precept may be 
* well applied to criticism, quod dvhitas ne feceris. 

To dread the shore which he sees spread with wrecks, 
18 natural to the sailor. I had before my eye, so manj 
critical adventures ending in miscarriage, that caution was 
forced upon me. I encountered in every page wit strug- 
gling with its own sophistry, and learning confused by the 
noltiplicity of its views. I was forced to censure those 
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whom I admired, and could not but reflect, while I was 
dispossessing their emendations, how soon the same fate 
might happen to my own, and how many of the rea^gs 
which I have corrected may be by some other editor de- 
fended and established. 

Critics haw, that other^s names efface, 

Andfix their own, snth labour, in the place ; 

Their own, like others, soon their place resign*dy 

Or disappeared, and left the first behind. Pope. 

That a conjectural critic should often be mistaken, can- 
not be wonderful, either to others or himself, if it be con* 
side red, that in his art there is no system, no principal 
and axiomatical truth that regulates subordinate positionsf 
His chance of error is renewed at every attempt ; an 
oblique view of the passage, a slight misapprehensionof a 
phrase, a casual inattention to the parts connected, is suf- 
ficient to make him not only fail, but fail ridiculously ; and 
when he succeeds best he produces perhaps but one read- 
ing of many probable, and he that suggests another will 
always be able to dispute his claims. 

It is an unhappy state, in which danger is hid under 
pleasure. The allurements of emendation are scarcely 
resistible. Conjecture has all the joy and all the pride of 
invention, and he that has once started a happy change, is 
too much delighted to consider what objections may rise 
against it. 

Yet conjectural criticism has been of g^eat use in the 
learned world ; nor is it my intention to depreciate a study, 
that has exercised so many mighty minds, from the revi- 
val of learning to our own age, from the Bishop of Aleria 
to English Bentley. The critics on ancient authors have, in 
the exercise of their sagacity, many assistances, which the 
editor of Shakespeare is condemned to want. They are 
employed upon grammatical and settled languages, whose 
construction contributes so much to perspicuity, that Ho- 
mer has fewer passages unintelhgible than Chaucer. The 
words have not only a known regimen, but invariable quan« 
tities, which direct and confine the choice. There are 
conunonly more manuscripts than one ; and they do not 
often conspire in the same mistakes. Yet Scahger could 
confeea to Salmaeius how little satisftction his emendations 
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gave him. RludurU nobis conjectura notirm^ (puman 
pudety posteaquam in mdioret oidictt incidimus. And Lipti* 
us could complain, that critics were making &ult8, by try- 
ing \o remove them, Ut dim vitiit^ ita nunc remediis laitH 
ratur. And indeed, where mere conjecture is to be used, 
the emendations of Scaliger and Lipsius, notwithstanding 
their wonderful sagacity and erudition, are often vague and 
disputable, like mine or Theobald's. 

Perhaps 1 may not be more censured for doing wrong, 
than for doing little ; for raising in the public expectations 
which at last I have not answered. The expectation of 
ignorance is indefinite, and that of knowledge is often ty* 
rannical. It is hard to satisfy those who know not what 
to demand, or those who demand by design what they think 
•impossible to be done, i have indeed disappointed no 
opinion more than my own ; yet 1 have endeavoured to 
perform my task with no slight solicitude. Not a single 
passage in the whole work has appeared to me corrupt, 
which I have not attempted to restore ; or obscure, which 
I have not endeavoured to illustrate. In many I haytt 
feiled like others ; and from many, aflcr all my efforts, I 
have retreated, and confessed the repulse. 1 have not 
pa?scd over, with affected superiority, what is equally 
difficult to the reader and to myself, but where I could not 
instruct him, have owned my ignorance. I might easily 
have accumulated a mass of seeming learning upon easy 
scenes ; but it ought not to be imputed to negligence, that 
where nothing was necessary, nothing has been done, or 
that, where others have said enough, I have said no 
more. 

Notes are oflen necessary, but they are necessary evils. 
Let him, that is yet unacquainted with the powers of 
Shakespeare, and who desires to feel the highest pleasure 
that the drama can give, read every play, from the first 
scene to the last, with utter neghgence of all his commen- 
tators. When his fancy is once on the wing, let it not 
stoop at correction or explanation. When his attention 
is strongly engaged, let it disdain alike to turn aside to the 
names of Theobald and of Pope. Let him read on through 
brightness and obscurity, through integrity and corruption; 
, let him preserve his comprehension of the dialogue and 
lus interest in the fable. And when the pleasures of do* 
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v^lty hare ceased, let him attempt exactness, and read the 
commentators. « 

Particular passages are cleared by notes, but the gene* 
nd eflect of the work is weakened. The mind is refri- 
gerated by interruption ; the thoughts are diverted front 
tlie principal subject ; tjbe reader is weary, he suspects 
ttot why ; and at last tJhrows away the book which he has 
loo diligently studied. 

Parts are not to be examined till the whole has been 
surveyed ; there is a kind of intellectual remoteness ne- 
cessary for the comprehension of any great work in its fidl 
design ,and in its true proportioua ; a close approach 
ibows the smaller niceties, but the beauty of the whole is 
discerned no longer. 

It is not very grateful to consider how little the suc- 
cession of editors has added to this author's power of 
pleasing. He was read, admired, studied, and imitated, 
while he was yet deformed with all the improprieties 
which ignorance and neglect could accumulate upon him ; 
while the reading was yet not rectilied, nor his allusions 
.imderstood ; yet then did Dryden pronounce, that Shake- 
speare was the man, who, of all modem and perhaps an- 
cient poets, had the largest and most comprehensive soul. 
AH the images of nature were still present to him, and he 
drew them not laboriously, but luckily : when he describes 
any thing, you more than sec it, you feel it too. Those, 
who accuse him to have wanted learning, give him the 
^eater commendation ; he was naturally learned ; he 
needed not the spectacles of books to read nature ; he 
looked inwards, and found her there. I cannot say he is 
every where alike ; were he so, I should do him injury 
to compare him with the greatest of mankind. He is ma- 
ny times flat and insipid ; his comic wit degenerating into 
clenches, his serious swelling into bombast. But he is 
always great, when some great occasion is presented to 
him : no man can say, he ever had a fit subject for his wit, 
and did not then raise himself as high above the rest of 
|K)ets, 

Quantum lenta solent inter vihuma cuprtnn. 

It is to be lamented, that such a writer should want a 
Commentary ; that his language should become obsolete, 
5 Vol. I. 
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or his sentimeDts obscure. But it is vain to carry wisliaf 
beyond the condition of human things ; that which must 
happen to all, has happened to Shakespeare, by accident 
and time ; and more than has been suffered by any other 
writer since the use of types, has been suffered by hina 
through his own negligence of fame, or perhaps by that 
Buperiority of mind, which despised its own performancet, 
when it compared them with its powers, and judged those 
works unworthy to be preserved, which the critics of fol- 
lowing ages were to contend for the fame of restoring and 
explaining. 

Among these candidates of inferior fame, I am now to 
stand the judgment of the public ; and wish that I could 
confidently produce my coounentary as equal to the en- 
couragement which I have had the honour of receiving. 
Every work of this kind is by its nature deficient, and I 
should feel little solicitude about the sentence, were it to 
be pronounced only by the skilful and the learned. 

Of what has been performed in this revisal, an account 
is given in the following pages by Mr. Stc^vens, who migkt 
have spoken both of his own diligence and sagacity, ii 
terms of greater self-approbation, without deviating fnMI 
modesty or truth.* 

JoHNSOfr.. 

* Tkb punce relatei to Um oditioii pablidied in 1773, hj Georte BtMTeiM, bf 

Malobs. 
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* Shakespeare," saya a brother of the craft, "is * 
Tast garden of criticism:" and certainly no one can be fa« 
Toured with more weeders gratis. 

But how often, my dear sir, are weeds and flowers torn 
up indiscriminately — the ravaged spot is replanted in a 
moment, and a profusion of critical thorns thrown over it 
for security. 

*' A prudent man, therefore, would not venture hit 
fingers amongst them." 

Be however in little pain for your friend, who regards 
himself sufficiently to be cautious : — ^yet he asserts with 
confidence, that no improvement can be expected, whilst 
the natural soil is mistaken for a hot-bed, and the natives 
of the banks of .^ron are scientifically choked with tlie cul- 
ture of exotics. 

Thus much for metaphor ; it is contrary to the ttattUt 
to fly out so early : but who can tell, whether it may not 
1>e demonstrated by some critic or other, that a devia- 
tion from rule is peculiarly happy in an Essay on Shake- 
speare ! 

Tou have long known my opinion concerning the li* 
terary acquisitions of our immortal dramatist; and re- 
member how I congratulated myself on my coincidence 
with the last and best of his editors. I told you however, 
that his imaU Latin and less Greek would still be litigated* 
ind you see very assuredly that I was not mistaken. Thm 
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trumpet hatli been soundnl against " the darling project 
of representing Shakespeare as one of the illiterate vul- 
gar;" and indeed to so good purpose, that I would by all 
means recommend the performer to the army of the6ray- 
ing faction^ recorded by Cervantes. The testimony of 
his contemporaries is again disputed ; constant tradition is 
opposed by flimsy arguments ; and nothing is heard, but 
confusion and nonsense. One could scarcely imagine this 
a topic very likely to inflame the passions: it is asserted 
by Oryden, that ** those who accuse him to hare wanted 
leaniing, give him the greatest commendation ;" yet an 
attack upon an article of faith hath been usually received 
with more temper and complacence, than the unfortunate 
opinion, which I am about to dofend. 

But let us previously lament with every lover of Shake- 
Bpeare, that the question was not fully discussed by Mr. 
Jonson himself: what he sees intuitively, others must ar- 
rive at by a series of proofs; and I have not time ioieack 
with precision : be contented therefore with a few curso- 
ry observations, as they may happen to arise from the 
chaos of papers, you have so oflen laughed at, ** a stock 
iuflicient to set up an editor inform,"^ I am convinced of 
the strength of my cause, and superior to any little advan- 
tage from sophistical arrangements. 

General positions without proofs will probably have n« 
great weight on either side, yet it may not seem fair to 
suppress them : take them therefore as their authors oc- 
cur to me, and we will afterward proceed to particulars. 

The testimony of Ben stands foremost : and some have 
held it sufficient to decide the controversy : in the warm- 
est panegyric, that ever was written, he apologizes for 
what^e supposed the only defect in his "beloved friend, — 

Soul of the a^^ ! 

Th' applause ! delight ! the wonder of oar stag^c !— 

whose memory he honoured almost to idolatry :" and, 
conscious of the worth of ancient hterature, like any other 
man on the same occasion, he rather carries his acquire- 
ments above^ than below the tnith. *' Jealousy !" cries 
Mr. Upton ; ** people will allow others any qualities, but 
those upon which they highly value themselves.'*'* Yes, 
where there m a competition, and the competitor formido 
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9ble : but, I think, tlils critic himself hath scarcely set 
ID opposition the learning of Shakespeare and Jonson. 
When a superioritj is universally granted, it by no means 
appears a man's literary interest to depress the reputation 
of his antagonist. 

In truth, the received opinion of the pride and malig- 
nity of Jonson, at least in the earlier part of life, is abso- 
lutely groundless : at this time scarce a play or a poem 
appeared without Ben's encomium, from the original 
Shakespeare to the translator of Du Bartas. 

But Jonson is by no means our only authority,. Dray- 
ton, the countryman and acquaintance of Shakespeare, 
determines his excellence to the naturall braine only. 
Digges, a wit of the town before our poet left the stage^ 
if very strong to the purpose, 

. . Nature only bclpt bim, for looke Uiorow, 

5 bit whole boo^, tboif sJialt find he doth not boroir, 
oe plirase from ( ireekos, nor Latine-o imilale, 
^or once rrom vulgar languages trau^lals. 

Suckling opposed his easier strain to the sweat of the 
kamed Jonson, Denham assures us that all he had wa^ 
from old ntotker'tnt. His native wood-notes a^i/i/, everj 
<^e remembers to be celebrated by Milton. Dryden ob« 
4efve8 prettily enough, that *' he wanted not the specta- 
cles of books to read nature. He came out of her hand, 
as aome one else expresses it, like Pallas out of Jove^s 
Aead, at full growth and mature. 

•The ever memorable Hales of Eton, (who, notwith* 
BtaniUng his epithet, is, I fear, almost forgotten,) had too 
great a knowledge both of Shakespeare and the ancients 
to allow much acquaintance between them : and ui^ed 
Tery justly on the part of geqius in opposition to pedan- 
try, that *Mf he had not read the classics, be had likewise 
not stolen from them ; and if any topic was produced from 
a poet of antiquity he would undertake to show somewhat 
on the same subject, at least as well written by Shake- 
speare." 

Fuller, a diligent and equal searcher after truth and 
quibbles, declares positively, that *' his learning was verjf 
little, — nature was all the art used upon him, as he him* 
ulf^ if ahve, would rjnfepp." And may we not say, ha 
m confess it, when he apologized for his utaviored linee 
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to hit noble patron the Earl of Southampton ? — ^this list of 
witnesses might \^ easily enlarged ; but I flatter myself^ 
I shall stand in no need of such evidence. 

One of the first and most vehement assertors of the 
learning of Shakespeare was the editor of his poems, the 
well-known Mr. GUdon ; and his steps were most puncto- 
ally taken by a subsequent labourer in the same depart- 
ment, Dr. Sewell. 

Mr. Pope supposed *' little ground for the common 
opinion oi his want of learning : once indeed he made 
a proper distinction between learning and languages^ as I 
would be understood to do in my title-page ; but unfor- 
tunately he forgot it in the course of his disquisition, and 
endeavoured to persuade himself that Shakespeare's ac- 
quaintance with the ancients might be actually proved bj 
the same medium as Jonson's. 

Mr. Theobald is ** very unwilling to allow him so poor 
a scholar, as many have laboured to represent him ;" and 
yet is ^* cautious of declaring too positively on the other 
eide of the question.*' 

Dr. Warburton hath exposed the weakness of some ar- 
guments from suspected imitations ; and yet offers otherSi 
which, I doubt not, he could as easily have refuted. 

Mr. Upton wonders *' with what lund of reasoning any 
one could be so far imposed upon, as to imagine that 
Shakespeare had no learning;" and lashes with much 
zeal and satisfaction **• the pride and pertness of dunces, 
who under such a name would gladly shelter their own 
idleness and ignorance." 

He, like the learned knight, at every anomaly in gram* 
mar or metre. 

Hath hard words ready to show why, 
And tell what rule be did it by. 

How would the old bard have been astonished to have 
found, that he had very skilfully given the trochaic dime* 
ter brachycatalectic, commonly called the ithyphallie mea- 
sure to the witches in Macbeth ! and that now and then a 
baiting verse -afforded a most beautiful instance of the pet 
proceleustnaticus ! 

*' But," continues Mr. Upton, *> it was a learned ag^ ; 
Roger Ascham assures us, that queen Elizabeth read more 
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Greek erery day, than some dt'irniianes o( the church did 
Latin in a whole week.'' This appears very |a*obable ; 
and a pleasant proof it is of the general learning of the 
times, and of Shakespeare in particular. 1 wonder he did 
not corroborate it with an extract from her injunctions to 
her clergy, that ** such as were but mean readers should 
peruse over before, once or twice, the chapters and ho- 
milies, to the intent they might read to the better under- 
standing of the people." 

Dr. Grey declares, that Shakespeare's knowledge in the 
Greek and Latin tongues cannot reasonably be called in 
question. Dr. Dodd supposes it proved, that he was not 
«uch a novice in learning and antiquity as some people would 
pretend. And to close the whole, for I suspect you to be 
tired of quotation, Mr. Whalley, the ingenious editor of 
Jonson, hath written a piece expressly on this side the 
question : perhaps from a very excusable partiality, he 
was willing to draw Shakespeare from the field of nature 
to classic ground, where ^lozie, he knew,, his author could 
possibly cope with him* 

These critics, and many others their coadjutors, have 
supposed themselves able to trace Shakespeare in tha 
writings of the ancients ; and have sometimes persuaded 
us of their own learning, whatever became of their au- 
thor's. Plagiarisms have been discovered in every natural 
description and every moral sentiment. Indeed by the 
kind assistance of the various Excerpta^ Sententia., and 
Flares^ this business may be effected with very little ex- 
pense of time or sagacity ; as Addison hath demonstrated 
in his comment on Che-cy-chase^ and Wagstaff on Tom 
Thumb f and I myself will engage to give you quotations 
from the elder Engli<sh writers (for, to own the truth, 1 
ivas once idle enough to collect such,) which shall carry 
with them at least an equal degree of similarity. But 
there can be no occasion of wasting any future time in 
this department : the world is now in possession of thq 
JUarks of Imitation. 

*' Shakespeare however hath frequent allusions to the 
fai:t8 and fables of antiquity." Granted : — and as Mat 
trior says, to save the effusion of more Christian ink, 1 
will endeavour to show, how they came to* his acquaint- 
ance. 

Jt is notorious, that Inuch of his matter of fact know- 
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lc(lp:e is deduced from Plutarch : but in what language 
he road him, hath yet been the question. Mr. Upton 10 
pretty confident of his skill in the original, and corrects 
accordingly the errors of his copyists by the Greek stan* 
dard. 1 ake a few instances, which will elucidate this 
matter sufficiently. 

In the third act of Antony and Cleopatra, Octavius re- 
presents to his courtiers the imperial pomp of those illus- 
trious lovers, and the arrangement of their dominion, 

Unto h«»r 

H« j^vf> the 'stahlishment ul' i -gypt, made ber 
CM lovvor "^^Tia, Lyprui, Lyditf 
Absolute queen. 

Read Libya, ?ays the critic authoritatively, as is plain from 
Phtiiirrh, n^«r»f fuv iwi^u KAfc«-«r^y ^rtXire-xf A#yi»jr/i 

Tills is very true: Mr. Heath accedes to the correc- 
tion, and Mr. Johnson admits it into the text : but turn 
to the trani^lation, from the French of Amyot, by Thomas 
North, in folio, 1579, and you will at once see the origin 
tf the mistake. 

'^ First of all he did establish Cleopatra queene of 
iEgypt, of Cyprus, of Lytfia, and the lower Syna." 

Again, in the fourth act : 

My mfwvnper 

He hath whipt with rods, dares me to persona] combaty 
Csesar to Antony. Let th' old ruffian know 
I have man^ other ways to die ; mean time 
Laugh at bis cliallenge. . . . 

** What a reply is this ?" cries Mr. Upton, " 'tis ac- 
knowledging he should fall under the miequal combat. 
But if we read 

Let the old mffian know 

He hath many other ways to die ; mean time 
/ laugh at his challenge. . . . 

we hare the poignancy and the very repartee of Cxsar in 
Plutarch." 

This correction was first made by Sir Thomas Hanmer, 
and Mr. Johnson hath received it. Most indisputably it is 
the sense of Plutarch, and given so in the modem transla-* 
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lion : but Shakespeare was misled by the ambiguity of the 
old one : '* Aotonius sent again to challenge Caesar to fight 
him: Cxsar answered, That ke had many other ways to 
die, than so." 

In the third act of JtUius Ccuar^ Antony, in his well* 
known harangue to the people, repeats a part of the enil- 
peror's will : 

. . . To every Roman citizen he rives, 

To every leveral man. seventy-fivp drarhmai. . . . 

Moreover lie hath left you ailliis ualki. 

His private arbours, aiid new-planted orchards, 

On tkU side Tiber. . . . 

** Our author certainly wrote," says Mr. Theobald,— 
" On that side Tiber- 
Trans Tiberim— prope Csesaris hortos. 

And Plutarch, whom Shakespeare very diligently studied, 
expressly declares, that he lefl the public his gardens and 
walks, wtpmf rn lUrmfuty beyond the Tyber.^^ 

This emendation likewise hath been adopted by the sub- 
sequent editors ; but hear again the old translation, where 
Shakespeare's study lay : *^ He bequeathed unto every 
citizen of Rome seventy-five drachmas a man, and he leu 
his gardens and arbours unto the people, which he had on 
this side of the river of Tyber." I could furnish you with 
many more instances, but these are as good as a thousand. 

Hence had our author his characteristic knowle<lge of 
Brutus and Antony, upon which much argumentation for 
bis learning hath been founded : and hence literatim the 
epitaph on Timon, which, it was once presumed, he had 
corrected from the blunders of the Latin version, by his 
own superior knowledge of the original. 

I cannot however omit a passage from Mr. Pope. " The 
speeches copied from Plutarch in Coriolanus may, I think, 
be as well made an instance of the leaniing of ShaJiespeare, 
as those copied from Cicero in CoUiYtW, of Ben Jonson's." 
Let us inquire into this matter, and transcribe a speech for 
a specimen. Take the famous one of Volumnia : 

Should we be silent and not speak, our raiment 
And state of bodies would b4*wrav what liHp 
We've led since Uiy exiJe. Think with thyself. 

Vol. I. P 
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How more onfortuaale than all living women 

Ar« we come hither ; since thy xight, which ^lioukl 

Makt* our eye^ flow with ioy. Warts dance with comforlfi 

Constrains tliero weep, and'slmke with fear and aorrow ; 

Making thf mother, wife- and child to see 

The son, thi> Inuhand, and the father tearing 

His country's boweb out : and to poor we 

Thy enmity's most capital ; thou barret us 

Our prnyers to the godx, which i< a comfort 

Tli>t» all but we eujov. For Ik)w can we, 

Alas '■ how can we, for our ciHintry pray, 

Whereio we're l»oiiiul, logetlier with thy victory^ 

Whi*rpio we're hound ! Alack ! or we must k)te, 

The country-, our dear nurse ; or eUe thy person^ 

Our comfort in ilie country. We must find 

An eminent calamity, ihourh we bad 

Our wi>h- which smI^ •sltould win. For either tboQ 

Mutkt as a foreign lecreant, be led 

With manacles thorougii our streets ; or elsa 

Triumphantly trfad on thy country's ruin, 

And Itear the palm, tor havine bravely shed, 

Thy wif4> and children's blooa. For myself, coui 

1 uurpose not to wait on fortune, till 

These wart determin** : if I can't persuade tbea 

Ratltcr to show a noble grace to both parts, 

Than seek the end of one ; tbou shalt no sooner 

March to as.<auli thy couotry, than to tread 

n'rujn to't, thou shall not,) on thy moUier's wonby 

That brought thee to this worid. 

I will now give you the old translation, which shall e& 
fectually confute Mr. Pope : for our author hath done lit- 
tie more, than throw the very words of North into blank 
Terse : 

*'' If we helde our peace (my sonne) and determined 
not to speake, the state of our poore bodies, aqd present 
si^ht of our rayment, would easily bewray to thee what 
life we haue led at home, since thy exile and abode 
abroad. But thinke now with thy selie, how much more 
unfortunately, then all the women liuinge we are come 
hether, considering that the sight which should be most 
pleasaunt to all other to beholde, spitefuU fortune hath 
made most fearfull to us : making my selfe to see my sonne, 
and my daughter here, her husband, besieg^g the wallet 
of his natiue countrie. So as that which is the only com- 
fort to all other in their adversitie and miserie, to pray on* 
to the goddes, and to call to them for aide ; is the oneij 
thinge which plongeth us into most deepe perplexiUe. For 
we cannot (alas) together pray, both for victorie, for our 
countrie, and for safety of thy life also: but a worlde of 
grievous curses, yea more than any mortal! eiiueque can 
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lieappe appon us, are forciblj wrapt up in our prayenu* 
For the bitter soppe of most harde choyce is offered thy 
wife and children, to fbregoe the one of the two ; either to 
lose the persone of thy selfe, or the nurse of their natiue 
coantrie. For my selfe (my sonne) I am determined not 
to tarrie, till fortune in my Ufe time iloe make an ende of 
this warre. For if I cannot persuade thee, rather to 'doe 
good unto both parties, then to ouerthrowe and destroye 
the one, preferring loue and nature before the malice and 
calamitie of warres : thou shalt see, my sonne, and trust 
onto it, thon shalt no soner marche forward to assault thy 
cooQtrie, but thy foote shall tread upon thy mother's 
irombe, that brought thee first into this world/' 

The length of this quotation will be excused for its cu«- 
riosity ; and it happily wants not the assistance of a com- 
nent. But matters may not always be so easily roana* 
ged : — a plagiarism from Anacreon hath been detected. 



Tfa« san'f m thief, mnd with hit great attraetiov 
"Roht the Tast s«a The moou'R an arrant thief, 
And her paje fire she snatches from (he son. 
The setL*9 a thief, whose iiooid surge resolvet 
The moon into salt tears. The earth's a thief, 
That feeds and breeds bjra composture stol'n 
FnuD gen*ral eirreineat : each thing's a thiof. 

*' This (says Dr. Dodd) is a good deal in the manner 
of the celebrated drinking Odi^ too well known to be 
inserted.*' Yet it may be alleged by those, who ima* 
cine Shakespeare to hare been generally able to think 
lor himself, that the topics are obvious, and their applica- 
tion is different. — ^But for argument's sake, let the parody 
be granted ; and ** our auUior (says some one) may be 
puzzled to prove, that there was a Latin translation of 
Anacreon at the time Shakespeare wrote his Timon of 
Mens," This challenge is peculiarly unhappy ; for I do 
not at present recollect any other elaasicj (if indeed, with 
great deference to Mynheer de Fauw, Anacreon may be 
numbered amongst them,) that was originally published 
with two Latin translations. 

But this is not alL Puttenham in his Arte of Engli^ 
Poene^ 1689, quotes some one of a *' reasonable good fii- 
dlitie in translation, who finding certaine of Anacreon's 
Odes very well translated by Ronsard, the French poet — 
cgmes our minion^ and translates the same out of French 
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into English :'* and his strictures upon him evince th« 

gublioHtiou. Now this identical ode is to be met with in 
.onsard; and as his works are in few hands, 1 will take 
the liberty of transcribing it : 

La teire 1m eaux va boivanty 
L' arbre la kioit \f.r sa racioei 
La nier salee h<>it le vent, 
¥a le mh'i) \to\t la marine. 
Tout lioit toil en liaut ou en has : 
Suivaiit reste rei«^le commune) 
Pourquoi done ue boirons-nouK pas ? 

hAh. Fol. p. £07. 

I know not whether an observation or two relative to our 
author's acquaintance with Homer, be worth our investi- 
gation. The ingenious Mrs. Lenox observes on a passage 
of Troilus andCressiJa, where Achilles is roused to battle 
by the death of Patroclus,that Shakespeare mtist here have 
had the Iliad in view, as *' the old story, which in many 
places he hath faitlifully copied, is absolutely silent with 
res|>ect to this circumstance.*' 

And Mr. Upton is positive that the sweet oblivious aiUt- 
dote, inquired afler by Macbeth, could be nothing but the 
nepenthe described in the Odyssey. 

Stprtfiii T isxisy«9 ri, luntSf Iwlkidhit iwifrmf. 

I will not insist upon the transhitions by Chapman ; as the 
first editions are without date, and it may be difficult to as* 
certain the exact time of their publication. But the ybf« 
mer circumstance might have been learned from Alexan* 
der Barclay ; and the Uuter more fully from Spenser, than 
from Homer himself. 

" But Shakespeare,*' persists Mr. Upton, " hath somt 
Greek expressions."'* Indeed! — *' We have one 'uiCorioUMUii 

It u held 

That valour is the chiefest virtuei and 
Most digai6es the kuner. 

and another in Machtthy where Banqao addresses the 
wtird sisters. 

My noble partner 

Vou (p'eet with preseat grace, and great prediction. 
Of iu>ble having. 

Gr. ''£;i^f<«.-*and «]fV$ rir ''£;c«yr«, to the haver.*^ 
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This was the common language of Shakespeare ^s time. 
*< Lje in a water-hearer's house !'^ says Master Matthew 
of Bohadil, '' a gentleman of his having$ /** 

Thus likewise John Davies in his PleasatU Descant vp<m 
English Proverbs, printed with his Scourge of Folly, wboai 
1612: 

Do wdl and have iwU /— nevther no «till : 
For tome are good doerit wbote kavmga are ill. 

and Daniel the historian uses it frequently. Having secwB 
to be synonymous with behaviour in Gawin Douglas and 
the elder Scotch writers. 

Haver ^ in the sense o( possessor^ is everywhere met with: 
though unfortunately the ir^ r«9 ''£;^«rr« of Sophocles, 
produced as an authority for it, is suspected by Kuster, as 
good a critic in these matters, to have absolutely a different 
meanmg. 

But what shall we say to the learning of the Clown Iq 
Hamlet, " Ay, tell me that, and unyoke /" alluding to the 
BvXvr^ of the Greeks : and Homer and his scholiast are 
quoted accordingly ! 

If it be not sufficient to say, with Dr. Warburton, that 
the phrase might have been xaxen from husbandry, with- 
out much depth of reading ; we may produce it from m 
■DiUie of the workmen of Dover, preserved in the additions 
to HolinAed, p. 1546: 

My bo^ K broke, I would imytAe, 
My foot is sore, I cau woi ke no more. 

An expression of my Dame Quickly is next fastened upon, 
which you may look for in vain in the modem text ; she 
calls some of the pretended fairies in The Merry Wives of 
fVindsor, 

.... 0/7>Ami heirs of fixed Destiny. 

*' And how elegant is this," quoth Mr. Upton, supposing 
the word to be used as a Grecian would have u«cd it! 
*' i^^aati ah «f^W — acting in darkness and obscurity.^' 

Mr. Heath assures us, that the bare mention of such an 
interpretation is a sufficient refutation of it ; and his criti- 
cal word will be rather taken in Greek than in English : in 
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t^e tame hands therefore I will venture to leave all oof 
author^s knowledge of the aid corntdy, and his etymological 
learning in the word, Desdemana, 

Sureljf poor Mr. Upton was very little acquainted with 
fairiet^ notwithstanding his lahonous study of Spenser. 
The last authentic account of them is from our country* 
man William Lilly ; and it hy no means agrees with the 
learned interpretation : for the angelical creatures appear- 
ed in his Hurst wood in a most illustrious glory ^ — '* and in* 
deed, (says the sage,) it is not given to many persons to 
endure their glorious asptcts.'*'* 

The only use of transcribing these things, is to shew whit 
absur<1ities men for ever run into, when they lay down aa 
hypothesis, and afterward seek for ar^ments in the sup- 
port of it What else could induce this man,by nomeaof 
a bad scholar, to doubt whether Truepenny might not be 
derived from T^wm»f ; and quote upon us with much pi^ 
rade an old Sv^holiast on Aristophanes ? — I will not stop to 
confute him : nor take any notice of two or three more 
expressions, in which he was pleased to suppose some 
learned meaning or other ; all which he might have found 
in every writer of the time, or still more easily in the vul* 
gar translation of the Bible, by consulting the Concordance 
of Alexander Cruden. 

But whence have we the plot of Timon^ except from the 
Greek of Lucian? — The editors and critics have bees 
never at a greater loss than in their inquiries of this sort; 
and the source of a tale hath been oilen in vain sought 
abroad, which might easily have been found at home : my 
good friend, the very ingenious editor of the Reliques (f 
Ancient EngHsh Poetry j hath shewn our author to have 
been sometimes contented with a legendary ballad. 

The story of the misanthrope is told in almost everr 
collection of the time ; and particularly in two books, with 
which Shakespeare was intimately acquainted ; the Palace 
of Pleasure^ and the English Plutarch, Indeed, from a 

riasage in an old play, called Jack Drum's Entertainment^ 
conjecture that he had before made his appearance on 
Uie stage. 

Were this a proper place for such a disquisition, I 
could give you many cases of this kind. We are sent, for 
instance, to Cinthio for the plot of Measure for Meaeurt^ 
and Shakespeare's judgment hath been attacked for aonie 
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deviations from him in the conduct of it : when probablj 
all he knew of the matter was from madam Isabella in the 
//<p<am«ran of Whetstone. Ariosto is continually quoted 
for the fable of Aluch ado about Kotking ; but I suspect 
our poet to have been satisfied with the Genettra of Tur* 
berville. As you like it was certainly borrowed , if we be- 
lieve Dr. Grey, and Mr. Upton, from the Coke^t Tale of 
Gamelyn ; which by the way was not printed till a century 
afterward : when in truth the old bard, who was no hun- 
ter of MSS. contented himself solely with Lodgfe's Rosa* 
h/nd, or Euphues' Golden Legacye, quarto, 1590. The 
story of AlPs well that end$ well, or, as I suppose it to have 
been sometimes called, Lovers Labour Wonne^ is originally 
indeed the property of Boccace, but it came immediately 
to Shakespeare from Painter's Giletta of jXarbon, Mr. 
Langbaine could not conceive, whence the story of Peri- 
cles could be taken ; ** not meeting in history with any 
such Prince of Tyre ;" yet his legend may be found at 
large in old Gower, under the name of Ajppolynus, 

Pericles is one of the plays omitted in the latter edition?) 
as well as the early folios, and not improperly ; though it 
was published many years before the death of Shakespeare, 
with his name in the title-page. Aulus Gcllius informs us, 
that some plays are ascribed absolutely to Plautns, which 
lie only re-touched and polished ; and this is undoubtedly 
the case with our author likewise. The revival of this 
performance, which Ben Jonson calls stale and mouldy y was 
probably his earliest attempt in the drama. I know, that 
another of these discarded pieces, The Yorkshire Tragedy^ 
hath been frequently called so ; but most certainly it was 
act written by our poet at all : nor indeed was it printed 
in bis life -time. The fact on which it was built, was per- 
petrated no sooner than 1604 : much too late for so mean 
a performance from the hand of Shakespeare. 

Sometimes a very little matter detects a forgery. You 
may remember a play called The Double Falshood, which 
Mr. Theobald was desirous of palming upon the world for 
a posthumous one of Shakespeare : and I see it is classed 
as such in the last edition of the Bodleian catalogue. Mr 
Pope himself, after all the strictures of Scriblenis, in a let- 
ter to Aaron Hill, supposes it of that age ; bnt a mistaken 
accent determines it to have been written since the mid- 
dle of the last century : 
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This laie example 

Of bate Ilenriqaez, bleeding in me. now, 
From each good isftd takes away my trust. 

And in another place, 

Toa have an Aiped, sir, of wood Voos wisdoai. 

The word aspect y you perceive, is here accented on the 
/IrH syllable, wnich, I am confident, in any sense of it, was 
never the case in the time of Shakespeare ; though it may 
•ometimes appear to be so, when we do not observe a 
preceding elision. 

Some of the professed imitators of our old poets have 
not attended to this and many other minutitt : I could point 
out to you several performances in the respective styles 
of Chaucer, Spenser, and Shakespeare, which the itnita^ 
ted bard could not possibly have either read or construed. 

This very accent hath troubled the annotators on Mil- 
ton. Dr. Bentley observes it to be a tone different from the 
present use. Air. Man waring, in his Treatise of Harmtmji 
and Numbers, very solemnly informs us, that *' this verse 
is defective both in accent and quantity, B. III. v. 5^66 : 

Hif words here ended, but his meek aspid 
Silent yet spake 

Here (says he) a syllable is acuted and long, whereas it 
should be short and graved /" 

And a still more extraordinary gentleman, one Green, 
who published a specimen of a new version of the Paradise 
Lost, into BLANK verse, " by which that amazing work is 
brought somewhat nearer the summit of perfection," be- 
gins with correcting a blunder in the fourth book, v. 540: 

The setting sun 

Slowlv descended, and with right taptd'^ 
LeveiVd his evening rays>— 

Not sOy in the tiew version : 

Meanwhile the settine sun descending slow— 
Levdl d with i^ttd right his ev ning rays. 

•Enough of such commentators. — The celebrated Dr. Dee 
bad a spirit^ who would sometimes condescend to correct 



ItARVINQ OF SHAKESPEARE. 9| 

I, when peccant in quantity : and it had been kind of him to 
have a little assisted the Tsnghts abovementioned. — Miltoo 
affected the antique ; but it may seem more extraordinary, 
that the old accent should be adopted in Hudibras, 

After all, The Double Falshood is superior to Theobald. 
One passag^, and one only in the whole play, he pretended 
!• have written : 

Strike uDi my masted ; 

?ut touch llie string* wiiji a rVlirious softness : 
each sound lo lan^iiih ihrourh the night's dull ear, 
Till melancholy start from her lazy coodi, 
Ajid carelesocMS grow convert to attention. 

These lines were particularly admired ; and his vanity 
could not resist the opportunity of claiming them : but his 
claim had been more easily allowed to any other part of the 
performance. 

To whom then shall we ascribe it? — Somebody hath 
told us, who should seom to be a nostnun-jnongcr by his 
argument, that let accejtts be how they will, it is called an 
original play of William Shakespeare in the King*i Patent 

Jirefixed to Sir. Theobald's edition, 172U, and consequent- 
y there could be no fraud in the matter. Whilst, on the 
contrary, the Irish laureat, Mr. Victor, remarks, (and were 
it true, it would be certainly decisive) that the plot is bor- 
rowed from a novel of Cervantes, not published till the 
year after Shakespearc^s death. But unluckily the same 
Dovel appears in apart o( Don Quixote^ which was printed 
in Spanish, 1605, and in English by Slielton, 1612. — The 
same reasoning however, which exculpated our author 
from 77ic Yorkshire Tragedy, may be applied on the present 
occasion. 

But you want my opinion : — and from every mark of 
Btyle and manner, 1 make no doubt of ascribmg it to Shirley. 
Mr. Langbainc informs us, that he left some plays in MS. 
These were written about the time of the Restoration, 
when the accent in question was more generally altered. 

Perhaps the mistake arose from an abbreviation of the 
name. Mr. Dodsley knew not that the tragedy ofAndrO' 
mana was Shirley's, from the very same cause. Thus a 
whole stream of biographers tell us, that Marston's playa 
were printed at London, 1633, by the care of William 
Shakespeare y the famous comedian. — ^Here again I suppose 

6 Vol. h P 2 
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in some transcript, the real publisher's name, WtlUam 
Sheareif was abbreviated. No one hath protracted the Ufe 
of Shakespeare beyond 1616, except Mr. Hume ; who 'n 
pleased to add a year to it, in contradiction to all manner of 
evidence. 

Shirley is spoken of with contempt in Mac Fleckmoe ; 
but his imag^ation is sometimes fine to an extraordinary 
degree. I recollect a passage in the fourth book of the 
Paradise Losty which hath been suspected of imitation^ as 
zprettinesi below the genius of Milton : I mean, where 
Uriel glides backrvardanid forward to heaven on a tiin-^eaiit. 
Dr. Newton informs us, that this might possibly be hinted 
by a picture of Annibal Caracci in the King of France's 
cabinet : but I am apt to believe that Milton had beea 
struck with a portrait in Shirley. Fernando, in the come- 
dy of The Brothers J 1652, describes Jacinta at vespers: 

Her eye did Mem to Ubour with a tear, 
Which suddenly took birth, bat ovenreigh'd 
With its own swelling, drop'd upofi her bosome ; 
Which by reflexion of her lifht, appeared 
As nature meant her sorrow for an ornament : 
After, her looks grew cheerfull, and I saw 
A smile shoot gracefull upward from her eyef| 
As if they had gain'd a victory o'er grief, 
And wtib it manv htamt twisted themselves. 
Upon whose goUm Ikreadt Ikt angd$ walk 

Mm Mb ^|IWI /fONI MBVOI.'*" 

Tou must not think me infected with the spirit of Lai* 
der, if I give you another of Milton's imitations : 

The swan tiilA areAsd fiedic 

Between her white wings mantling proudly, rows 
Her state with oary feet 

Book VU.v. 438, &c. 

** The ancient poets," says Mr. Richardson, ** hare 
not hit upon this beauty; lavish as they have been in 
their descriptions of the swan. Homer calls the swan 
long-necked y htXtx^n'fit; but how much more pittortBtpu^ 
if he had arched this length of neck !" 

For this beauty^ however, Milton was beholden it 
Donne; whose name, I believe, at present is better 
known than his writings : 
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. . Like a ship in h«r full trim, 
to while that you may unto him 
Compare all whitnesw, hut himselfe to ooii«| 
Glided alon^i and as he giided walch'd. 
And with his wrcktd neck this poor fish catch 'd.— 

Those highlj finished landscapes, the Seasom^ are in* 
deed copied from nature, bat Thomson sometimes recol« 
kcted the hand of his master : 

..... The stately sailing swan 

Gives oat his snowy plumage to the gale ; 

Jfid arching prwdku nnk, nUh oory /ed, 

Bears forwara fierce, and guards hu osier isle^ 

Protective of his young.—- ' 

But to return^ as we say on other occasions.^Perhsms 
the advocates for Shakespeare's knowledge of the Latm 
language maj be more successful. Mr. Gildon takes the 
van« *' It is plain, that he was acquainted with the &- 
bles of antiquity very well : that some of the arrows of 
Cupid are pointed with lead, and others with gold, he 
found in Ovid ; and what he speaks of Dido, in Virgil : 
Dor do I know any translation of these poets so ancient a4 
Shakespeare's time." The passages on which these sa* 
gacious remarks are made, occur in The Midiummtr 
rCighCt Dream ; and exhibit, we see, a clear proof of ac- 
quaintance with the Latin classics. But we are not an* 
twerable for Mr. Gildon 's ignorance; he might have been 
told of Caxton and Douglas, of Surrey and Stanvhurst, of 
Phaer and Twyne, of Fleming and Golding, of Turber- 
rille and Churchyard ! but these fiibles ^ere easily known 
without the help of either the originals or the translations. 
The fate of Dido had been sung very early by Gower, 
Chaucer, and Lydgate ; Marlowe had even already intro- 
duced her to the stage : and Cupid's arrows appear with 
their characteristic differences in Surrey, in Sidney, in 
Spenser, and every sonnetteer of the timie. Nay, their 
f€ry names were exhibited long before in The Romaunt of 
lie Rote : a work you may venture to look into, notwith- 
standing Master Prjmne hath so positively assured us, on 
tiie wo^ of John Gerson, that the author is most certainly 
dtmned, if he did not care for a serious repentance. 

Mr. Whalley argues in the same manner, and with the 
success. He thinks a passage in The Tempest, 
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Hi|^h aa^n of state, 

Great Judo comet ; 1 kuow lier by her 

a remarkable instance of Shakespeare's knowledge of an- 
cient poetic story ; and that the hint was furnished by the 
divum incedo regina of Virgil. 

Yoa know, honest John Taylor, the WaUr-poeU de- 
clares that he never learned his Accidence^ and that LdUm 
and French were to him Heathen-Greek ; yet by the help of 
Mr. Whalley's argument, I will prove him a learned man, 
in spite of every thing he may say to the contrary ; for 
thus he makes a gallant address his lady : 

*' Most inestimable magazine of beauty — in whom the 
port and majesty of Juno, the wisdom of Jove's braine-bred 
ffirle, and the feature of Cytherea, have their domestical 
habitation." 

In Tlie Merchant of Venice we have an oath ** By /wo- 
headed Janus ;" and here, says Dr. Warburton, Shake- 
speare shews his knowledge in the antique : and so agaia 
docs the fVater-poety who describes Fortune, 

Like a Jama willi a douhU face. 

But Shakespeare hath somewhere a Latin motto^ quoth 
Dr. Sewell ; and so hath John Taylor, and a whole poea 
upon it into the bargain. 

You perceive, my dear Sir, how vague and indetermi- 
nate such arguments must be : for in fact this sweet swtm 
of Thames, as Mr. Pope calls him, hath more scraps of 
Latin, and allusions to antiquity, than are any where to be 
met with in the <irri tings of Shakespeare. I am sorry tt 
trouble you with trifles, yet what must be done, when 
grave men insist upon then ? 

It should seem to be the opinion of some modem critics, 
that the personages of classic land began only to be knows 
in England in the time of Shakespeare ; or rather, that bs 
particularly had the honour of introducing them to the no- 
tice of his countrymen. 

For instance, — Rumour painted full of tongues, give^nB 
a prologue to one of the parts of Henry the Fourth ; and» 
says Dr. Dodd, Shakespeare had doubtless a view to either 
Virgil or Ovid in their description of Fame. 

But why so ? Stephen Hawes, in his Pastime ofPleawuref 
had long before exhibited her in the same maoaer. 
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A jp06dly lady envyrooed about 
Wjtli lotiguef of f'^re 

and 80 had Sir Thomas More io one of his Pageand : 



I am called, raer\'ayk» you iK>i1iinff 
Thoagh wHh kmguu 1 am coinpa.<Med alTrouDde. 

Bot to mentioD her elaborate portrait by Chaucer, in ITie 
Boke of Fame ; and by John Hig^gins, one of the as»i$itants 
in Tht Mirrour for Magistraiesy m his Legend of Kin|^ 
Albanacte. 

A very hberal writer on the Beauties of Poetry^ who had 
been more conversant in the ancient literature of other 
countries than his own, cannot but wonder, that a poet, 
whose classical images are composed of the finest parts, 
and breathe the very spirit of ancient mythology, should 
pass for being illiterate : 

See, what a grace vras seated on thrii brow ! 
Hyperion')* curb: tlie front of Jove hinifcH*: 
An eye like Man to threaten and coairoaud : 
A station like the herald Mercury, 
New lighted on a heaven-kissing bill. 

Hamlti, 

Biiterate is an ambigfuous term : the question is, whethec 
poetic history could be only known by an adept in lan^ 
guages. It is no reflection on this ingenious gentleman, 
when I say, that I use on this occasion the words of a beU 
ter critic, who yet was not willing to carry the illiteracy 
of our poet too far : — " They who are in such astonish- 
ment at the learning of Shakespeare, forget that the pa« 
gan imagery was familiar to all the poets of his time ; and 
that abundance of this sort of learning was to be picked 
up from almost every English book that he could take into 
his hands." For not to insist upon Stephen Bateman*a 
Golden Booke of the Leaden Goddes, 1677, and several other 
laborious compilations on the subject, all this and miich 
more mythology might as perfectly have been learned 
firom the Testatnent of Creseide, and the Fairy Q^een, aa 
from a regtilar Pantheon or Polymetis himself. 

Mr. Upton, not contented with heathen learning, when 
he finds it in the text, must necessarily superadd it, when 
it appears to be wanting ; because Shakespeare most cer« 
lainly hath lost it by accident ! 
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In Mudi ath abovi Jiothing^ Don Pedro says of die in- 
sensible Benedict, ** He hath twice or thrice cnt Cupid's 
bow-string, and the little har^;man dare not shoot at him.** 

This mythology is not recollected in the ancients, and 
therefore the critic hath no doubt but his author wrote— ^ 
** Henchman^ — a page^ puno : and this word seeming too 
bard fer the printer, he translated the little urchin into a 
hangman^ a character no way belonging to him." 

But this character was not borrowed from the ancients ; 
came from Uie Arcadia of Sir Philip Sidney : 

Millioiit of jeam this old driv«H Capid Hvm ; 
While still more wretch, more wicked be doth frovc : 
TiU now at length that Jove an oflSce rivei, 
(At Jano*s soite who much did Aranulove) 
In tbii our world a kamman for to oe 



Of all tboae feoiet that will have all they 

B. n. e. 14. 



I know it may be objected, on the authority of such 
biographers as Theophilus Gibber, and the writer of the 
life or Sir Philip, prefixed to the modem editions, that the 
Arcadia was not published before 1613, and consequently 
too late fer this imitation : but I have a copy in my own 
possession, printed fer W. Pontfonbie, 1590, 4to. which 
nath escaped the notice of the industrious Ames, and the 
rest of our Qrpographical antiquaries. 

Thus likewise every word of antiquity is to be cut dowa 
to the classical standard. 

In a note on the Prologue to TroUui and Crcuida^ 
(which, by the way, is not met with in the quarto^) Mr. 
Theobald inferms us, that the yery names of the gates of 
Troy have been barbarously demolished by the editors : 
and a deal of learned dust he makes in setting them right 
again ; much however to Mr. Heath^s satisfaction. In« 
deed the learning is modestly withdrawn from the later 
editions, and we are quietly instracted to read, 

Dardan, and Thymbria, Ilia« Scsa, TroiaO| 
And Antenoridef. 

But had he looked into the Tray hake of Lydgate, instead of 
puz2ling himself with Dares Phrygius, he would have 
found the horrid demolition to have been neither the work 
of Shakespeare nor his editors : 
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Thnto his cyte I cunpassMi enuyrovme 
Ha/Me ga.tm VI to entrv into the towne : 
The firat of all I and strengvut eke with aU, 
LargMt abo i aod mofte prjnicyptll, 
Of mvgbcv byldjof I alonepc^rien, 
Wat by tbe kyBg« called | Dardanydef ; 
And in Moiye I fyke at it m fbunde, 
Tymbria i wu namod the feconde ; 
And the thyrde | called t Jelya«, 
The lburthe|^ate | hyghte al«o Otiieas ; 
Tbe fyfthe Trojana, | the nyxth Anthonydet, 
Stronge and mygbty I both in werre and pef. 

Lond. empr. by R. Pyumn, ]5]3» fo). B. 11. ch. xi. 

Oor excellent friend, Mr. Hurd, hath home a noble tes- 
timony on our side of the question. *' Shakespeare,'' sayi 
this true critic, *' owed the felicity of freedom from the 
bondage of classical superstition, to the wan/ of what if 
called the advantage of a learned education. — This, as 
well as a vast superiority of genius, hath contributed to 
lifl this astonishing man to the glory of being esteemed 
the most original thinker and speaker^ since the times of 
Homer." And hence indisputably the amazing variety of 
style and manner, unknown to all other writers : an argu- 
ment of itself sufficient to emancipate Shakespeare from 
the supposition of a clmncal training. Yet, to be honest, 
€ne imitation is fastened on our poet ; which hath been in- 
■iBted upon likewise by Mr. Upton and Mr. Whalley. You 
remember it in the fkmoas speech of Claudio in Meawn 
Jot Meature : 

Ay, bat to die and go we know not where ! fttf. 

Most certainly the ideas of '^ a spirit bathing in fiery 
floods," of residing '' in thrilling regions of thick-ribbed 
ice," or of being *' imprisoned in the viewless winds," are 
not original in our author ; but I am not sure that they 
came from the Platonic hell of Virgil. The monks also 
had their hot and their cold hell : *' The fyfste is fyre that 
ever brenneth, and never gyveth lighte," says an old 
homily : — '* The seconde is passynff colde, that yf a grete 
hylle of fyre were casten therein, it sholde tome toyce." 
Chie of their legends, well remembered in the time of 
Shakespeare, gives us a dialogue between a bishop and a 
soul tormented in a piece of ice, which was brought to cure 
a grete brenning heate in his foot : take care you do not in- 
terpret this the gouLj for I remeiqber iM[« Menage ^uote^ja 
oonofi opoo vBi 
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St qaii dtzerit episcopam podagn labortrey anatbema tit. 

Another tells us of the soul of a monk fastened to a 
rock, which the winds were to blow about for a twelve- 
month, and purge of its enormities. Indeed this doctrine 
was before now introduced into poetic fiction, as you may 
see in a poem, ** where the lover declare th his pains to 
exceed far the pains of hell,** among the many miscellane- 
ous ones subjoined to the works of Surrey. Nay, a veiy 
learned and inquisitive Brother- Antiquary, our Greek Pro- 
fessor, hath ob«erved to me on the authority of Blefkeokis, 
that this was the ancient opinion of the inhabitants of Ice- 
land ; who were certainly very little read either in the 
poet or the pkiloMophtr, 

Afler all, Shakespeare^s curiosity might lead him U 
translations, Gawin Douglas really changes the PlaiomU 
hell into the '^ punjrtion of saulis in purgatory :*' and it ii 
observable, that when the Ghost informs Hamlet of hit 
doom there, 

Till the Toul crimM doiK" in his dayi of nature 
Are burnt and purged eaccof— 

the expression is very similar to the bishop's : I will gire 
you his version as concisely as I can ; '' It is a nedefbl 
thyng to suffer panis and torment — sum in the wyndts. 
Bum under the watte r, and in the fire uthir sum : — ^thos 
the mony vices — 

Contrakkit in the corpis be d/mt anay 
SndfurgU.—^ 

Sixte Booke o/Eneadatf fol. p. 191. 

It seems, however, ** that Shakespeare himself in the 
Tempest hath translated some expressions of Firgil : wit- 
ness the O dea certe.^* I presume, we are here directed 
to the passage, where Ferdinand says of Miranda, aftet 
hearing the songs of Ariel, 

Moft sore, die gtxldeB 

On whom these aifs attend. 

and so very small Latin is sufficient for this formidable 
l^nslation, that if it be thought any honour to our poet» 
i am loath to deprive him of it ; but his honour ii not 
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hiilt on SQch a sandy foundation. Let us turn to a real 
tramlator^ and examine whether the idea might not he 
fiillj comprehended by an English reader ; iupponng it 
Aecessarily borrowed from Virgil. Hexameters in our own 
language are almost forgotten ; we will quote therefore 
this time from Stanyhurst : 

O Co tbect ftvre virf in, what t«nne may rightly be fitted ? 

Tfajr tonni^f thy vvtnge do mortal frayltie retembleth. 

Jfo dimUt a godetae ! Edk. 1563. 

Oalmel Harvey desired only to be '* epitapk^d, the in- 
ventor of the English hexameter,^* and for awhile every 
one would be haUing on Roman feet ; but the ridicule of 
oar fellow-collegian Hall, in one of his Satires, and the 
reasoning of Daniel, in his Defence ofRhjftne against Cam- 
pion, presently reduced us to our original Gothic. 

But to come nearer the purpose, what will you say, if 
1 can shew you, tiiat Shakespeare, when, in the &vourite 
phrase, he had a Latin poet in his eye, most assuredlj 
made use of a translation ? 

Prospero, in the Tempest^ begins the address to his at- 
tendant spiriU^ 

Te dm oThiUt, oTitaiKliiig lakes, and groves. 

This speech, Dr. Warburton rightly observes to be 
borrowed from Medea in Ovid : and '^ it proves,'' says 
Mr. Holt, '* beyond contradiction, that Shakespeare was 
perfectly acquainted with the sentiments of the ancients 
on the subject of enchantments." The original lines are 
these : 

AmBqiie, h venttf montesque, amnesque. locoMae, 
Diicfie omnes oemorum, iliique omues noctu, aaeste. 

It happens, however, that the translation by Arthur 
Oolding is by no means literal, and Shakespeare hath closely 
. Allowed it 

Te ayres and wtndu ; ye thu of hillst of hrookef, of woods alonei 
ClftUmdmg laJta, and oftJie uigbt approcbe ye cverych one. 

I think it is unnecessary to pursue this any further ; es- 
pecially ii more powerful arguments await us. 
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In The Merchant of Venice, the Jew, as an apology for hia 
cnieltj to Antonio, rehearses many eympathiet and atUipa* 
ifctet for which no reason can be rendered: 

Some love not a gr^pinf pig"" 

And otiicrs when Um^ bagpipe tin^ i* th' noiei 

C^annot conUiin Uieir uria« lor afedUm. 

This incident Dr. Warhurton supposes to be taken from 
a passage in Scaliger's Exercitations against Cardan: '* Nar- 
rabo tibi jocosam sympathiam Reguli Fasconi$ eqoitit : if 
dnm rive ret audito phormingis sono, urinam illico fiM:ere 
cogebatar.** — *' And," proceeds the Doctor, ^' to make this 
jocular 9tory still more ridiculous, Shakespeare, 1 sup- 
pose, translated phorminx by bagpives,^^ 

Here we seem fairly caught ;^-lor Scaliger's work was 
neyer, as the term goes, done into English. But luckily, 
in an old translation from the French of Peter le Loier, 
entitled, A Treatise of Specters, or straunge Sights, Visions^ 
and Apparitions appearing sensibly unto Men, we hare this 
identical story from Scaliger: and what is still more, a 
marginal note gives us in all probability the very fact aUo- 
ded to, as well as the word of Shakespeare : '* Anoth^ 
gentleman of this quality liued of late in Deuon neere £i- 
cester, who could not endure the playing on a bagpipe," 

We may just add, as some observation hath been made 
upon it, that affection in the sense of sympathy was formerly 
technical ; and so used by Lord Bacon, Sir Kenelm Digby, 
and many other writers. 

A single word in Qqeen Catherine's character of Wol- 
eey, in Henry VW. is brought by the Doctor as another ar- 
gument for the* learning of Shakespeare : 

.... He WM a man 
or an onbouoded stomach, ever raakinff 
Himself with ^nces ; one that by iur^utiom 
Ty'd all ilie kingdom. Simony %iras7air play. 
nn own opinion was his law : i'th' prenence 
He wookl say ontrnths, and he ever doable 
Both in hit words and meaninjf. He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful. 
His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 
But hu performance, as he now is, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

'< The word iuggettumf" says the critic, << is here used 
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with gre&t propriety, and ueming knowledge of tke Latin 
tongue :" and he proceeds to settle the sense of it from 
Ae UUt Roman wriUrt and ihtir glosurs. But Shake- 
speare's knowledge was from Holwshed, whom he fol- 
lows verbatim : 

'* This cardinal was of a great stomacli, for |ie compted 
himself equal with princes, and by craftie suggtition got 
into his hands innumerable treasure : he forced little on 
amonie, and was not pitifoll, and stood affectionate in his 
own opinion : in open presence he would lie and seie un- 
truth, and was double both in speech and meaning : he 
would promise much and performe little : he was vicious 
of his bodie, and gane the clergie evil example." £dit. 
1687, p. 922. 

Perhaps, after this quotation, you ma^ not think that 
Sir Thomas Hanmer, who reads Ttfth^d — ^instead of— Ty'd 
all the kingdamy deserves quite so much of Dr. Warbur* 
ton's severity. — Indisputably the passage, like every other 
in the speech, is intended to express the meaning o£ the 
parallel one in the chronicle : it cannot therefore be cre- 
dited, that any man, when the original was produced, 
dtould still choose to defend a eant acceptation ; and in- 
ibrm us, perhaps, serioudy^ that in gaming language, from 
I know not what practice, to tye is to equal ! A sense of 
the word, as &r as I have yet found, unknown to our old 
writers ; and, if ^nown, would not surely have been used 
In this place by our authpr. 

But let us turn from conjecture to Shakespeare^s autho- 
rities. Hall, from whom the above description is copied 
by Holinshed, is very explicit in the demands of the Car- 
nal : who having insolently told the Lord Major and 
Aldermen, *'For sothe I thinke, that halfe your sub- 
staonce were to title," assures them by way of comfort at 
the end of his harangue, that upon an average the iythe 
shoold be sufficient; *'Sers, speake not to breakediat 
thyng that is concluded, for tome shal not paie the tenth 
parte, and eome more.'* — And again ; '^ Thei saied, the 
Cardinall by visitacions, makyng of abbottes, probates of 
testamentes, grannting of faculties, UcenceSf and other pol- 
lyngs in his courtes legantines, had made his threasore 
egall with the hinges.'^ Edit. 1548, p. 138, and 143. 

Skelton, in his Why come ye not to Courts gives us, after 
his rambling manner, a curious character of Wolsey : 
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. . H\ aiu) by 
He will Jrjnke its so dry 
And sucke us so nye 
That men stiall 4cantly 
Haue penny or lialpehnye 
God naue hys noble eraca 
And (Traunt liini a place 
EndleKieto dwel 
Willi tliedpuilloriiel 
For and he were there 
We need neuer feare 
or the feendet blacke 
For I nndertake 
He wold 00 braff and rraka 
Thai he woM than make 
The deuils to quake 
To ithudder ana to ghake 
Lyke a fier drake 
And with a cole rake 
Bniw tliem ou a brake 
And binde them to a stake 
And net liel on fyre 
At his owne desire 
He is such a grym syre ! Edit. tSGL 

Mr. Upton and some other critics haye thought it yery 
fcholar-like in Hamlet to swear the Centineis on a raxn^. 
but this is for ever met with. For instance, in the Pauu 
Primui of Pierce Plowman : 

Danid in his daiet dubbed knirbtety 

And did hem mert en her marmio seme truth eoer. 

And in Hieronymo, the common butt of our author, and th^ 
wits of the time, says Lorenzo to Pedringano, 

Swear on this croo, thai what thou sayst b true-* 
But if I prove thee periored and uojuft) 
This very monf, whereon thou look'st Uiioe oatb| 
bhall be tbe worker of thy tragedy ! 

We have therefore no occasion to go with Mr. Garrick M 
hr as the French of Brantome to illustrate this ceremonj ; 
a gerUleman^ who will be always allowed the Jirst commen'* 
tatar on Shakespeare, when he does not carry us beyond 
himself. 

Mr. Upton, howeyer, in the next place, produces a pas* 
sage from Henry VI, whence he argues it to be very plain, 
that our author had not only read Cicero^s Qfices, but eyen 
more criticaliy than many of the editors : 
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Tbic villaio herr, 

Being captain of a pinnate, UnvateM mora 
Than Bargulos, the itroug inyrian pirate. 

So the mighty he oheeires with g^at emltation, is named 
hy Cicero in the editions of Shakespeare's time, *' Barfpi- 
Ins Illyriushitro ;'' though the modem editors hare chosen 
to call him Bardylis : — *' and thus I found it in two MS3." — 
And thus he might have found it in two translations, before 
Shakespeare was bom. Robert Whytinton, 1533, calls 
him, " Bargulus, a pirate upon the see of lUiry ;" and 
Nicholas Grimald, about twenty years afterward, " Bar- 
gains the lUyrian robber/' 

But it had been easy to have checked Mr. Upton's ex- 
ultation, by observing, that Bargulus does not appear in 
the quarto, — Which also is the case with some fragments 
of Latin verses, in the different parts of this doubtful per- 
formance. 

It is scarcely worth mentioning, that two or three more 
Latin passages, which are met with in our author, are im- 
mediately transcribed from the story or chronicle before 
him. Thus, in Henry V. whose right to the kingdom of 
France is copiously demonstrated by the Archbishop : 

There is no bar 

To make ai^ainst yoar highness' claim to France, 
But tirm which they produce from Pharamoud : 
In terram Salicam mulieres no succedant ; 
No woman *hall succeed in Salike land : 
Which Salike land the French unjustly gloze 
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this law and f<*male bar. 
Yet tlieir own authors faithfully affirm. 
That the land Salike lies in Germanv'y 
Between the floods of :?ala and of EHve, &c. 

Archbishop Chichelie, says Holinshed, ** did much inueie 
against the surmised and false fained law Salike, which the 
Frenchmen alledge euer against the kings of England in 
barre of their just title to the crowne of France. The very 
words of that supposed law arc these. In terram Salicam 
mulieres ne succedant, that is to saic, Into the Salike land 
let^not women succeed ; which the French glossers ex- 
pound to be the realm of France, and that this law was 
made by king Pharamond : whereas yet their ownc authors 
affirme, that the land Salike if in Germanic, bctwf:«jnc the 
rivers of Elbe and Sula/' &c. p. 615. 
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It hath Is^tely been repeated from Mr. Guthrie's E$$av 
upon English Tragedy^ that the portrait of Macbeth's tcifi 
i§ copied from Buchanan, ** whose spirit, as well as wordi, 
is translated into the play of Shakespeare : and it had sig<^ 
nified nothing to have pored only on Holinshed for fact$,** 
'* Animus etiam, per se ferox, prope quotidianis con* 
▼iciis uxoris (quae omnium consihorum ei erat conscim) sti* 
mulabatur." — This is the whole, that Buchanan says of the 
lady ; and truly I see no more spirit in the Scotch, than in 
the Eng^Ush chronicler. ** The wordes of the three weird 
sbtersalso greatly encouraged him, [to the murder of Don* 
can] but specially his wife lay sore upon him to attempt the 
thing, as she that was very ambitious, ^renning in un- 
quenchable desire to beare the name of a queene. Edit. 
1677, p. 244. 

This part o ' Holinshed is an abridgment of Johne Bel- 
knden*s translation of the noble clerk. Hector Boece^ im- 
printed at Edinburgh, in fol. 1541. I will give the pas- 
sage as it is found there. '' His wvfe impacicnt of laag 
tary (as all zvemen are) specially quhare they ar deairui 
ofony purpos, gaif hym gret artation to pursew the thrid 
weird, that sche micht be ane queue, calland hym ofl tynus 
fcbyl cowart and nocht desyrus of honouris, sen he durst 
not assailze the thing with manbeid and curage, quhilk is 
offerit to hym be beniuolence of fortoun. Howbeit sindij 
otheris hes assailziet sic thinges afore with maist terribyl 
jeopardyis, quhen they had not sic sickemess to succeid 
in the endorthairlauboris as he had.'' P. 173. 

But we can demonstratey that Shakespeare had not the 
story from Buchanan. According to himj the weird-sisters 
salute Macbeth, *' Una Angusiae Thamum, altera Moravian, 

tertia regent.^'' Thane of Angus, and of Murray, &c. 

but according to Holinshed, immediately from BellendeOt 
as it stands in Shakespeare : '* The first of them spake and 
sayde. All hayle Makbeth, thane of Glammis, — ^the second 
of them said, Hayle, Makbeth, thane of Cawder; but the 
third sayde, All hayle Makbeth, that hereafler shall be 
king of Scotland.'' P. 243. 

1 Wit€k. All hail, Macbeth * Hail to thee, thane of Glamis ! 
S WUrA, All haiU Macbeth ! Hail to Uiee. thane ofrawdor ! 
3 If i/c4. AU bail, Macbeth! tbatihalt beHcty^ liereaAer ! 

Here too our poet found^he equivocal predictions, on 
which his hero so frtally deeded. *' He had learned of 
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cerUin wytardg, how that he ought to take heede of Mac- 
dnfie ; ■ a nd surely hereupon had he put Macduffe to 
4eath, but a certaine witch whom he had in great truat, 
had tolde* that he should neuer be slain with man 6oni of 
mnf W9man^ nor Tanquished till the wood of Bemane came 
to the casteU of Dunsinane.'* P. 244. And the scene 
between Malcohn and Macduff in the fourth act is almost 
literally taken from the Chronicle. 

Macbeth was certainly one of Shakespeare's latest pro- 
ductions, and it might possibly haye been suggested to 
him by a little performance on the same subject at Ox- 
&rd, before king James, 1605. I will transcribe my no* . 
lice of it from Wake's Rtx Platonicus : *' Fabuls ansam 
dedit antiqua de Regift. prosapift, historiola apud Scoto- 
Britannos celebrata, quae narrat tres olim Sibyllas oc* 
currisse duobus Scotiae proceribus, Macbetho & Banchoni, 
& ilium praedixisse Regem futurum, sed Regem nullum 
genitnrum ; hunc Res^em non futurum, sed Reges geni- 
turum multos. Vaticmii veritatem rerum eventiis com- 
probant. Banchoms enim e stirpe potentissimus Jacobua 
oriundus." P. 29. 

A stronger argument hath been brought from the plot 
of Ikindet Dr. Grey and Mr. Whalley assure us, that 
for thitf Shakespeare must have read Saxo Grammaiicus in 
Latin, for no translation hath been made into any modem 
language. But the truth is, he did not take it from Saxo 
at all ; a novel called The Hystorie of Hamblct, was his 
original : a fragment of which, in black letter ^ 1 have been 
iaToured with by a very curious and intelligent gentle- 
man, to whom the lovers of Shakespeare will some time 
or other owe g^cat obligations. 

It hath indeed been said, that '' If sw:h an history ex- 
isii^ it is almost impossible that any poet unacquainted 
with the Latin language (supposing his perceptive facul- 
ties to^have been ever so acute,) could have caught the 
characteristical madness of Hamlet,described by SaxoGram- 
fnaticus^ so happily as it is delineated by Shakespeare.*' 

Very luckily, our fragment gives us a part of Hamlet's 
speech to his mother, which eufliciently rephes to this oh- 
servation : — ^^ It was not without cause, and juste occa- 
sion, that my gestures, countenances and words seeme to 
proceed from a madman, and that I desire to haue all men ' 
esteemc mee wholly depriucd of sence and reasonable im- 
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der8taiH!ing^, bvcanse I am well liiurecl, that he that hath 
made no conscience to kill his owne brother, (accuetomed 
to murthers, and allured with desire of gouemement with- 
out controll in his treasons,) will not spare to saue him- 
selfe with the like crucltie, in the blood and flesh of the 
iojns of his brother, by him massacred : and therefore it 
is hetter for me to fkyne madnesse then to use mj nrbt 
sences as nature hath bestowed them upon me. The 
bright shining cleames thereof I am forced to hide Tnder 
this shadow of dissimulation, as the sun doth hir beams 
Tnder some great clond, when the wether in summer 
time ouercasteth : the face of a mad man, sertieth to co« 
Her my gallant countenance, and the gestures of a fool 
are fit for. me, to the end that guiding myself wisely ther- 
in I may prcserue mv life for the Danes and the memoiy 
of my late deceased &ther, for that the desire of reuenging 
hi«t death is so ingraucn in my heart, that if I dye not 
shortly, I hope to take such and so great vengeance, that 
these countryes shall foreuerspeake thereof. Neuerthe* 
Ics^ I must stay the time, meanes, and occasion, lest bj 
making oucr great bast, I be now the cause of miner own 
sodaine mine and oucrthrow, and by that meanes, end^ 
before I bcginne to effect my hearts desire : bee that hath 
to doc with a wicked, disloyall, cruell, and discourteous 
man, must vse craft, and politike inuentions, such as fiie 
witte can best imagine, not to discouer his interprise : for 
seeing that by force 1 cannot effect my desire, reason al- 
loweth me by dissimulation, subtiltie, and secret practises 
to proceed therein." 

But to put the matter out of all auction, my commu- 
nicative friend above mentioned, Mr. Capell, (for why 
should I not give myself the credit of his name ?) hath 
been fortunate enough to procure from the collection of 
the duke of Newcastle, a camphte copy of the Hyitorie 
«/ Hamblet^ which proves to be a translation from the 
French of Belleforest ; and he tells me, that '* all the 
chief incidents of the play, and all the capital characters 
are there in embryo, after a rode and barbarous manner : 
sentiments indeed there are none, that Shakespeare could 
borrow ; nor any expression but one, which is, where 
Hamlet kills Folonius behind the arras : in doing which 
he is made to cry out as in the play, *' a rat, a rat /'*— 
So much for Saxo Grammaticus ! 
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It b icircehr conceifi^e, how indostrioody the pnri* 
lanical zeal of the last age exerted itself in destroying, 
tMongst hotter things, the innocent anrasements of tte 
imier. Ntunberless To/ei and PoefM are aUoded to in 
€li books, which are now perhaps no where to be (bond. 
Mr. Capell informs me, (and he is, in these matters, the 
Mist able of aU men to giye information,) that our author 
ifpean to have been beholden to some novels, which he 
hath yet only seen in French or Italian : but he adds, 
^to say they are not in some En^^h dress, prosaic or me* 
Ifical, and perhaps with circnmstuices nearer to his sto- 
lies, is what I wiU not take upon me to do : nor indeed is 
what I belieTe ; but rather the contrary, and' that time 
and accident will bring some of them to light, if not all."-^ 

W. Painter, at the conclusion of the second Tome of hie 
Palace of PUoiurt^ 1667, advertises the reader, *' bicanse 
eodaynly fcontnkry to #Tpectation) this Toliuie is risen to 
m greater neape of leaoes, I doe omit for this present time 
atmdry noueU of mery deuise, reseming the same to be 
Jqmed with the rest of another part, wherein shall sno* 
ceede the remnant ofBandeUo^ specially sntch rsvu&able) 
m the learned French man Fran9ois ob BeDerorest hath 
selected, and the choysest done in the Italian. Some also 
Ml vSErixzo^ Ssr Oumatmi Fhrentino Parabosco^ CyntkiOt 
BraoaroU^ Strntoutfio, and the best liked ont of the Cl^eene 
ef Namarre^ and other authors. Take these in good 
pert, with those that haue and shall come forth." — ^But I 
eoB not able to find that a third Tome was erer published : 
wmd it is yery probable, that the interest of his booksellers, 
and more especially the preyailing mode of the time, 
Wght lead hun afterward to print his sundry naods sepa* 
rntel^. If this were the case, it is no wonder, that such 
Jii^&ve pieces are recoyered with difficulty ; when the 
tmo Tomst, which Tom Rawlinson would haye called /Vila 
^ imi ii M i , are almost annihilated. Mr. Ames, who search- 
•d after books of this sort with the utmost ayidity, most 
certainly had not seen them, when he published his T^po* 
grapkdcal AMtiqmiies; as appears firom his blunders about 
tbfua : and possibly I myself might haye remained in the 
feme prediauiient, had I not been foyoured with a copy 
By my guierous firiend Mr. Lort. 

Mr. Ccdmen, in the Pre&ce to his elegant translation of 
Terence, hath oSsred some arguments for the learning of 
7 Vol. I. E 
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Shakespeare, which have been retailed with mach confi- 
deDce, since the appearance of Mr. Johnson^s edition. 

*' Besides the resemblance of particular passages scal- 
tered up and down in different plays, it is well known, that 
the Comedy of Errors is in great measure foimded oo the 
Mencechmi ot Plautus ; but I do not recollect ever to have 
seen it observed, that the disguise of the Pedant in The 
Taming of the Shrew, and his assuming the name and cha- 
racter of Vincentioy seem to be evidently taken from the 
disguise of the Sycophanta in the Trinummus of the said au- 
thor ; and there is a quotation from the Eunuch of Terence 
also, so famiUarly introduced into the dialogue of T%e To- 
fiung of the Shrew, that I think it puts the question of Shake- 
speare ^s having read the Roman comic poets in the original 
language out of all doubt, 



** Reilimc te captum> qaam qot^as, minimo. 
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With respect to resemblancei, I shall not trouble joa any 
further. — That the Comedy o/Erron is founded on the Mt- 
wechmi, it is notorious : nor is it less so, that a translation 
of it by W. W. perhaps William Warner, the author of Ji^ 
bion^s England, was extant in the time of Shakespeare ; 
though Mr. Upton, and some other advocates for his learn- 
ing, have cautiously dropt the mention of it. Besides this, 
Hf indeed it were different,) in the Gesta Grayorum, the 
Christmas Revels of the Gray's Inn Gentlemen, 1594, *'a 
Comedy of Errors like to Plautus his Mentechmus was play- 
ed by the Flayers.^' And the same hath been suspected to 
be the subject of the goodlie Comedie of Plautus, acted at 
Greenwich before the King and Qjaeen in 1520 ; as we 
learn from Hall and Holinshed : — Riccoboni highly com- 
pliments the English on opening their stage so well ; but 
unfortunately. Cavendish in his Life of Wolsey, calls it an 
excellent Interlude in Latine, About the same time it was 
exhibited in German at Nuremburgh, by the celebrated 
Hanssach, the shoemaker. 

*' But a character in The Taming of the Shrew is borrowed 
from the Trinummus, and no translation ofthat was extant.^' 

Mr. Colman indeed hath been better employed : but if 
he had met with an old comedy, called Supposes, translated 
from Ariosto by George Gascoigne, he certainly would not 
have appealed to Plautus. Thence Shakespeare borrow- 
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ed this part of the plot, (as well as some of the phraseolo* 
gj,) though Theobald pronounces it his own invention : 
there likewise he found the quaint name of Petruchio. Mj 
ymmg master and his man exchange habits and characters, 
and persuade a Scenaese, as he is called, to personate the 
fatKeTf exactly as in the Taming of the Shrew ^ by the pre- 
tended danger of his coming from Sienna to Ferrara con- 
trary to the order of the government. 

Still, Shakespeare quotes a line from the Eunuch of 
Terence : by memory too, and what is more, '* purposely 
alters it, in order to bring the sense within the compass of 

one line." This remark was previous to Mr. Johnson's ; 

or indisputably it would not have been made at all. 

** Our author had thb line from Lilly ; which I mention 
that it may not be brought as an argument of his learning." 

" But how," cries an unprovoked antagonist, '* can you 
take upon you to say, that he had it from Lilly, and not 
from Terence ?" I will answer for Mr. Johnson, who ia 
above answering for himself. — Because it is quoted, as it 
appears in the grammarian^ and not as it appears in the 
jioet — And thus we have done with the purposed altera- 
tion. Udall, Ukewise, in his Floures for Latin speakings 
gathered out of Terence^ 1560, reduces the passage to a 
siAgle line, and subjoins a translation. 

We have hitherto supposed Shakespeare the author of 
the Taming of the Shrew, but his property in it is extreme- 
ly .disputable. I will give you my opinion, and the reasons 
on which it is founded. I suppose then the present play 
not originally the work of Shakespeare, hut restored by 
him to. the stage, with the whole Induction of the Tinker, 
and some other occasional improvements ; especially in 
the character of Petruchio. It is very obvious, that the 
induction and the play were either the works of different 
hands, or written at a great interval of time ; the former 
18 in oar author's best manner, and the greater part of the 
latter in his worst, or even below it. Dr. Warburton de- 
claret it to be certainly spurious : and without doubt, nip- 
C'ng it to have been written hj Shakespeare, it must have 
n one of his earliest productions ; yet it is not mentioned 
in the list of his works by Meres in 1598. 

I have met with a fiicetious piece of Sir John.Haring 
ton, printed in 1596, (and possibly there may be an earlier 
edition,) caUed, The Metamorphosis of 4^f where 1 so*- 
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pect an alluAion to the old play : <* Reade the booke of Ta» 
ming a SkreWj which hath made a number of na so periect« 
that turn every one can rule a shrew in our GOuntrey» save 
he that hathhir." — I am aware, a fiKxieni linguist may ob- 
ject, that the word bo<Ji does not at present seem dramatiet 
but it was once almost techmcaUy so : Gosson, in his SdWwIs 
ofAbwe^ *' contayninga pleasaunt inuectiTe against Poett^ 
Pipers, Piayersy Jesters^ and such like CcUerpUlan of a com* 
mon-wealth," 1579, mentions '* twoo prose bookeM plaied 
at the Belsauagc ;" and Heame tells us in a note at the 
end of William of Worcester, that he had seen *' a MS. in 
the nature of a ptoy or interlude^ intitled, The Booke of Sir 
Thomat Moored 

And in fiu:t, there is such an old anonymotu play in Mr. 
Pope's list. *' A pleasant conceited History, called 7^ 
Taming of a Shrew — sundry times acted by the Earl of Pem- 
broke his Servants." Which seems to have been repub- 
lished by the remains of that company in 1607, when Shake- 
speare's copy appeared at the Black-Friars or the GlobCiF— 
Kor let this seem derogatory from the character of oor. 
poet There is no reason to believe, that he wanted to 
claim the play as his own ; it was not even printed tiD 
some years afler his death : but he merely revived it on 
his stage as a fiuina^fr.-*Ravenscroft assures us, that this 
was really the case with TiHu Andromcue ; which, it may 
be observed, hath not Shakespeare's name on the title-page 
of the only edition published in his life-time. Indeed, 
from every internal mark, I have not the least doubt but 
this horrible piece was originally written by the author of 
the lines thrown into the mouth of the player in Hamlet^ 
and of the tragedy o£Locrine : which likewise, from tone 
asabtance perhaps given to his friend, hath been unjustly 
and ignorantly charged upon Shakespeare. 

But the sheeUandkor holds fast : Shakespeare himself 
hath left some translations from Ovid. ** The Epistles,'* 
says one, '* of Paris and Helen, give a sufficient proof of 
his acquaintance with that poet :" '* And it may be con- 
cluded," says another, ** that he was a competent judge 
of other authors, who wrote in the same language." 

This hath been the universal cry, from Mr. Pope him- 
self to the critics of yesterday, rossibly, however, the 
«entlemen will hesitate a moment, if we tell them, that 
Shakespeare was not the author of these transbtiooi. 
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Let tbem turn to a forgotten book, by Thomas Heywood, 
called, Briiaine$ TVoy, printed by W. Jaggud in 1609, 
M. and they will find these identical Epistles, '' which 
being so pertinent to onr historie,'' saja Heywood, '* / 
thooffht necessarie to translate."— How then came thej 
ascribed to Shakespeare ? We will tell them that like- 
wise. The same voluminoos writer published an Apology 
for Aetorty 4to. 1612, and in an Appendix, directed to his 
new printer, Nic. Okes, he accuses his old one, Jaggard, 
of '* taking the two Epiitlet of Par%$ to Helen and Helen to 
ParxM^ and printing them in a less volume, and under the 
name oi' another: — ^but he was much offended with Master 
Jaggard, that altogether unknown to him, he had pre- 
sumed to make so bold with his name." In the same 
work of Heywood are all the other translations, which 
have been printed m the modem editions of the poems of 
Shakespeare. 

You now hope for land : We have seen through little 
matters, but what must be done with a whole l^k ?— 
In 1751, was reprinted, *' A compendious or briefe Elxa- 
mination of certayne ordinary Complaints of diuers of our 
Countrymen in these our Daprs : which although they are 
in some Parte unjust and friuolous, yet are they all by 
way of Dialogue throughly debated and discu^ed by Wil- 
liam Shakespeare, Gentleman." 8vo. 

This extraordinary piece was originally published in 
4to. 1581, and dedicated by the author, *' To the most 
Tertuous and learned lady, his most deare and soveraigne 
princesse, Elizabeth ; being inforced by her Majesties 
late and singular clemency in pardoning certayne his un* 
duetifull misdemeanour." And by the modem editors, 
to the late King ; as ** a treatise composed by the most 
extensive and fertile genius, that ever any age or nation 
produced." 

Here we join issue with the writers of that excellent, 
though very unequal work, the Biographia Britannica : 
^* If," say they, *' this piece could be written by our 
poet, it would be absolutely decisive in the dispute about 
his leaming ; for many quotations appear in it from the 
Greek and Latin classics." 

The concurring circumstances of the name^ and the 
misdemeanour^ which is supposed to be the old story of 
deer-stealings seem fairly to challenge our poet for the 
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author : but they hesitate.— His claim may appear to be 
confiited by the date 1581, when Shakespeare was only 
Btventeen, and the lofig experience, which the writer talks 
of. — But I will not keep you in suspense : the book was 
not written by Shakespeare. 

Strype, in his Annals^ calls the author some learned man^ 
and this gave me the first suspicion. I knew very well, 
that honest John (to use the language of Sir Thomas 
Bodley) did not waste his time with such baggcLge book$ 
as plays and poems; yet 1 must suppose, that he had 
heard of the name of Shakespeare. Afler awhile I met 
with the original edition. Here in the title-page, and at 
the end of the dedication, appear only the initials, W. S. 
Gent, and presently I was informed by Anthony Wood, 
that the book in question was written, not by WilHam 
Shakespeare, but by Wilham Stafford, Gentleman : which 
at once accoimted for the misdetneanottr in the dedication. 
For Stafford had been concerned at that time, and was in- 
deed afterward, as Camden and the other annaUsts inform 
us, with some of the conspirators against Elizabeth; 
which he properly calls his unduetifull behaviour. 

1 hope by this time, that any one open to convictioo 
may be nearly satistied ; and I will promise to give you 
on this head very httle more trouble. 

The justly celebrated Mr. Warton hath favoured q«, 
in his Life of Dr. Bathurst, with some hearsay particulars 
concerning Shakespeare from the papers of Aubrey, 
which had been in the hands of Wood ; and I ought not 
to suppress them, as the last seems to make against my 
doctrine. They came originally, I find, on consulting 
the MS. from one Mr. Beeston : and I am sure Mr. 
Warton, whom 1 have the honour to call my friend, and 
an associate in the question, will be in no pain about their 
credit. 

'' William Shakespeare's father was a butcher, — while 
he was a boy he exercised his father*s trade, but when he 
killed a calf, he would do it in a high style, and make a 
speech. This William being inclined naturally to poetry 
and acting, came to London, I guess, about eighteen^ and 
was an actor in one of the playhouses, and did act exceed' 
inghj Tvell, He began early to make essays in dramatique 
poetry. — The humour of the Constable in the Midsummer 
TtfigfU's Dream he happened to take at Crendon in Bucks. — 
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I think, I hare been told, that he lefl near three hundred 
poonds to a sister. — He underUood Latin pretty tre//, for he 
iad been in his ifounger yeares a sehoolmiuUr in the countryJ*^ 
I will be short in my animadversions ; and take them 
ID their order. 

The account of the trade of the family is not only con- 
trary to all other tradition, but, as it may seem, to the 
instrument from the Herald's Office, so frequently re- 
printed. Shakespeare most certainly went to London, 

and commenced actor through necessity, not natural in- 
clination.— Nor have we any reason to suppose, that he 
did act exceeding vselL Rowe tells us, from the informa- 
tion of Betterton, who was inquitjitive' into this point, 
and had very early opportunities of inquiry from Sir W. 
D'Avcnant, that he was no extraordinary actor ; and 
that the top of his performance was the Ghost in his own 
Hamlet, Yet this chef-d^aujfl'e did not please : I will 
ffive yon an original stroke at it. Dr. Lodge, who was 
foT ever pestering the town with pamphlets, published in 
the year 1596, Hits Miserie^ and the Worlds Madnesse^ 
discovering the Devils incamat of this JIge, 4to. One of 
these devils is Hate-virtue, or ihrrow Jor another man^s 
good succeue, who, says the Doctor, is " a foule lubber, 
and looks as pale as the visard of the Ghost, which cried 
so miserably at the theatre, like an oistcr-wife, Hamlet 
revenge,^^ Thus you see Mr. Holt's supposed proof, in 
the Appendix to the late edition, that Hamlet was written 
afler 1597, or perhaps 1G02, will by no moans hold good ; 
whatever might be the case of the particular passage on 
which it is founded. 

Nor does it appear, thit Shakespeare di4l begin early 
to make essays in dramatic poetry : The Jirraignment of 
Paris, 1584, which hath so oHen been a-Hcribed to liim 
on the credit of Kirkman and Winstaiiley, was written 
by George Peele ; and Shakespeare is not met with, 
even as an assistant, till at least seven years aAcrward. — 
Nash, in his Epistle to the Gentlemen Students of botii Vni' 
versities, prefixed to Green's Arcadia, 4to. black letter, 
recommends his friend, Peele, '* as the chiefe supporter 
of pleasance now living, the Atlas of poetrie, and primus 
verborum artifex : whose first increase, llie Jlrraignment 
of Paris, might plead to their opinion!^ his pregnant dcx- 
teritie of wit, and manifold varictie of inuention." 
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La the next place, mfiirtaDatelj, there is neither sncb 
a character as a ComtabU in the Midnimmtr JVtgAl't 
Dream : nor was the ikre$ kimdrtd pomid» legacy to n 
jMtor, bat a ciatif Aler. 

And to close the whole, it is not possible, according to 
Aubrey himself^ that Shakespeare could have been some 
jfiar$ a ichoolnuuttr in the eounhy : on which circumstance 
only the supposition of his leaining is professedly founded* 
He was not surely very yooi^, when he was employed to 
kiUcahei^ and commenced player about ei^^^teenZ-^The 
truth is, that he left his fiither, for a wife, a year sooner ; 
and had at least two cUldren boni at Stratford before he 
retired from thence to London. It is therefore sufficiently 
clear, that poor Anthony had too much reason for hu 
character of Aubrey. You will find it in his own account 
of his life, published by Heame, which I would earnestly 
recommend to any hypochondriac : 

^' A pretender to antiquities, roving, magotie-headed, 
and sometimes little better than erased ; and being ex- 
ceedingly credulous, would stuff his many letters sent to 
A. W. mih/Mri€$ and misinformations." P. 577. 

Thus much for the learning of Shakespeare with re- 
•pect to the ancient langpages : indulge me with an ob> 
serration or two on the supposed Imowledge of the mo- 
dem ones, and I will pronuse to release you. 

** It is euidenl,^* we hare been told, ^* that he was not 
macquakited with the Italian :" but let us inquire into &e 
mddence. 

Certainly some Italian words and phrases appear in the 
works of Shakespeare ; yet if we had nothing else to ob- 
serre, their orthography might lead us to suspect them 
to be not of the writers in^Kirlation. But we can go 
lurther, and prore this. 

When Pistol '< cheers up himself with ends of rerse," 
he is only a copy of Hanniball Gons^ia, who ranted on 
Yielding himselr a prisoner to an English captain in the 
Low Countries, as you mi^ read in an old collection of 
tales, called WiU. FUi, atid Fancies, 

8i fertana mt lomtats, 
II 



M Sir Richard Hawkins, in his royagc to the Sonth 
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Set, I5M, throws out the nme jmgliiig distich (m the 
loss ci his pinnace. 

** Master Page, sit ; good Master Ptge, sit ; Pr€fae§ 
What Toa want in meat, we'll have in drbk," sajs Jos- 
tSce SlnUow's foe totmrn, Davy, in the Second Part of 
BmrylF. 

Pr^^iwt, Sir Thomas Hanmer ohserves to he Ita]iaD|- 
from pn^accia^ fnuch good may it do you. Mr. Johnson 
rather thinks it a mistake for perforce. Sir Thomas how* 
erer is right ; yet it is no argument for his author's Italia 
knowledge. 

Old Heywood, the epigrammatist, addressed his vv**'' 
en long before. 



Remden, r«ade thit thos : lor pre&M, ff^fiutf 

Mft here, k 
iWta, Lond. 4to. IMl 



Much food do it jroO| the poore n^^ptm here, Ac. 



And Dekker in his play, ^it be Mi good^ ike Devil w in it^ 
{which is <Sertainly tme, for it is full of devils,) makes 
Shackle-soole, in the character of Friar Rush, tempt b^^' 
brethren with " choice of dishes," 

To which j p n^ ; with bljrthc lookei tit yee. 

Kor hath it escaped the quibbling manner of the Water" 
poetf in the title of a poem prefixed to his Praiee of Hemp* 
Hed : *' A Preamble, Preatrot, Preagallop, Preapace, or 
Pre&ce ; and Proface^ my Masters, if your Stomachs 

But the editors are not contented without coining Ita- 
lian. ** Arro, 9ay9 the drunkard j** is an expression of 
the madcap Prince of Wales ; which Sir Thomas Hanmer 
corrects to Riin^ drink away^ or again^ as it should be 
rather translated. Dr. Wui>urton accedes to this ; and 
Mr. Johnson hath admitted it into his text ; but with an 
ebsenration, that Rho might possibly be the cant of English 
taTem. And so indeed it was : it occurs frequently in 
Marston. Take a quotation from his comedy of fVkaS you 
wiU, 1607: 



_ i» tobacco, facke, and deepe, 
The tide of sorrow backward keep : 
If tbOB art tad at othen fate, 
Ittm^ driak deep, give care the mate. 



Vol. I. E t 
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In LoviU Labour Lott^ Boyet calls Don Armado, 

• . . A Spaniard thai keeps hert in oowt, 
A pbaauume, a MonoreA*. 

Here too Sir Thomas is willing to palm Italian upon oi. 
We should read, it seems, maminuccio^ a mammet, or pap- 
pet : Ital. Mammuccia, But the allusion is to a ^ntastical 
character of the time. — *' Popular applause,'' says Meres, 
** dooth nourish some, neither do they gape after any other 
thing, but yaine praise and glone, — as in our age Peter 
Shakerlye of Paules, and Monahcho that liued about the 
court." P. 178. 

I fancy, you will be satisfied with one more instance. 

*' Baccare ! you are marvellous forward," quoth Gremto 
to Petruchio in the Taming of a Shrew. 

" But not so forward,^'' says Mr. Theobald, " as our 
editors are indolent. This is a stupid corruption of the 
press, that none of them have dived into. We must read 
Baccalare, as Mr. Warburton acutely observed to me, bj 
which the Italians mean, Thou ignorant, presumptuous 
man." — " Properly, indeed," adds Mr. Heath, " a gradw^ 
ated scholar, but ironically and sarcastically, a pretender 
to scholarship." 

This is admitted by the editors and critics of every de- 
nomination. Yet the word is neither wrong, nor Italian : 
it was an old proverbial one, used frequently by John Hey- 
wood ; who hath made, what he pleases to call, epigrams 
upon it. 

Take two of them, such as they are : 

Baekare, quoUi Mortimer to his sow : 

Weot that lOw kackt at that biddyn^ trowe yoo ? 

Baekare, quoth Mortimer to his sow : se 
Mortimers sow ipeakth as good iaiin ai he. 

Howel takes this from Hey wood, in his Old Sawes and 
Adaget : and Philpot introduces it into the Proverbs collect* 
ed by Camden. 

We have but few observations concerning Shakespeare ^s 
knowledge of the Spanish tongue. Dr. Grey indeed is 
willing to suppose, that the plot o{ Romeo and Juliet may 
be borrowed from a comedy of Lopes de Vega. But the 
Spaniard, who was certainly acquainted with BandeUo» 
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hath not only changed the catastrophe, hut the namci of 
the characters. Neither lipmeo nor Juliet ; neither Mon-* 
tagoe nor Capnlet, appears in this Der&miance : and hoiF 
came they to the knowledge of Shakespeare ?— -Nothing 
is more certain, than that be chiefly followed the tiansla- 
tion by Painter, from the French of Boisteaa,,and hence 
arise the deviations from Bandello's original Italian. It 
seems, however, from a passage in Ames's Ti/pographical 
Aniiquitiesy that Painter was not the only translator of thi4 
popular story : and it il possible, therefore, that Shake- 
speare might have other assistance. 

In the Induction to The Taming of the Shrew, the Tinker 
attempts to talk Spanish : and consequently the author him- 
self was acquainted with it. 

Pauetu paliebritf kt the world slide, $eua. 

But this is a burlesque on Hieronymo ; the piece of bom- 
bast, that I have mentioned to you before : 

What new device have thej devised, trow ? 
Focas pallabrasj Ac- 
Mr. Whalley tells us, *' the author of this piece hath 
the happiness to be at this time unknown, the remem- 
brance of him having perished with himself:" Philips and 
others ascribe it to one William Smith : but I take this 
opportunity of informing him, that it was written by 
Thomas Kyd ; if he will accept the authority of his con- 
temporary. Hey wood. 

More hath been said concerning Shakespeare's acquaint- 
ance with the French layguage. In the play of IJenry K 
we have a whole scene in it, and in otlier places it occurs 
fiuniliarly in the dialogue. 

We may observe in general, that the early editions have 
not half the quantity ; and every sentence, or rather every 
word, most ridiculously blundered. These, for several 
reasons, could not possibly be published by the author ; 
and it is extremely probable, that the French ribaldry was 
•t first inserted by a different hand, as the many additionsi 
most certainly were after he had left the stage. — Indeed, 
every friend to his memory will not easily believe, that h(i 
was acquainted with the scene between Catharine and the 
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old gendewomui ; or sarely be would not htve adnitted 
inch obscenity and nonsense. . 

Mr. Hawkins, in tbe Appendix to Mr. Jobnson*s edition, 
liath an ingenious obsenration to prove tbat Shakespeare, 
•apposing the French to be his, had Terj little knowledge 
of the language. 

** Est-il impossible d'eschapper la force de ton hra» ?** 
iajs a Frenchman.—*' Bran, cur V* replies Pistol. 

** Almost any one knows, that the French word bnu is 
pronoonced brau ; and wfaAt resemblance of sound does 
this bear to hrcM .^" 

Mr. Johnson makes a doabt, whether the pronunciation 
of the French language may not be changed since Shake- 
speare's time ; *' if not,*' says he, '' it may be suspected 
that some other man wrote the French scenes :" but this 
does not appear to be the case, at least in this termination, 
from the rules of the grammarians, or the practice of the 
poets. I am certain of the former from the French Mgkt^ 
%etk of De la Mothe, and the Orihoepia OaUica of John 
Eliot ; and of the latter from the rhymes of Marot, Roosard, 
and Du Bartas. — Connexions of this kind were very cooh 
mon. Shakespeare himself assisted Ben Jonson in his &• 
jontif , as it was originally written ; and Fletcher in his Tbo 
Hoble Kintmen, 

But what if the French scene were occasionally intro* 
duced into every play on this subject ? and perhaps there 
were more than one before our poet's — In Pierce Pem^ 
jette, kU SuppUcatuM to the Dewlly 4to. 1592, (which, 
it seems, from the Epistle to the Printer, was not in the 
first edition,) the author, Nash, exclaims, *' What a glo- 
nous thing it is to have Henry the Fifth represented oo 
the stage leading the French King prisoner, and forcing 
both him and the Dolphin to swear fealty !" — ^And it ap- 
pears from the Jests of the famous comedian, Tarlton, 4to. 
161 1, that he had been particularly celebrated in the part 
of the Clown, in Henry iie Fifth ; but no such character ex* 
ists in the play of Shakespeare. Henry the Sixth hath ever 
been doubted ; and a passage in the above-quoted piece of 
Nash may give us reason to believe it was previous to our 
author. *' Howe would it haue joyed braue Talbot (the 
terror of the French) to thinke that after he had lyen two 
hundred yeare in his toomb, he should triumph again on 
the stage ; and haue his bones new embalmed with the 
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teares often thousand spectators at least (at seuerall times) 
who in the tragedian that represents his person, imagine 
thej behold him fresh bleeding.*' — 1 have no doobt bat 
Hmrvtlu Sixth h»d the same author with Edward Uu Thirds 
rhich hath been recovered to the world jo Mr. Capell's 



It hath been observed, that the Giant of Rabelais w some- 
times alluded to bj Shakespeare : and in his time no 
translation was extant.— But the story was in every one's 
hand. 

In a letter by one Laneham, or Langham, for the name 
it written differently, concerning the entertainment at Kil* 
lingwoorth Castle, printed 1575, we have a list of the vul- 

Sir romances of die age : ** King Arthurz book, Huon of 
ordeaus. Friar Rous, Howleglass, and Garoaiitua.** 
Meres mentions him as equally hurtful to young minds 
with the Four Sons of Aymon^ and the Seven Ouimpions, 
And John Taylor hau lum likewise in his catalogue of a«- 
thorsj prefixed to Sir Gregory Aofumce. 

But to come to a conclusion. I will give you an irrefra- 
gable ai^^ument, that Shakespeare did not understand two 
Tery common words in the French and Latin languages. 

According to the articles of amement between the con- 
^eror Henry and the king of France, the latter was to 

31e the former, (in the corrected French of the modem 
tions,) '*No6tre tres chier filz Henry roy d'An^leterre ;'* 
and in Latin, *' FraBclarissimus filius,** kc, *' What,'* says 
Dr. Warburton, ** is tres dier in FrenchyprtEclarissimus in 
Latin ! we should read praearissimus.** — This appears to be 
exceedingly true ; but how came the blunder ? it is a t^po- 
fraphicaf one in Holinshed, which Shakespeare copied ; 
out must indisputably have corrected, had he been ac- 
quainted with the languages. — " Our said &ther, during 
his life, shall name, call, and write us in French in this 
manner :— Nostre tres chier filz, Henry roy d'Engleterre*- 
and in Latine in this manner, Pneclarissimut fihus noster.** 
Edit 1687, p. 674. 

To corroborate this instance, let me observe to you, 
though it be nothing further to the purpose, that another 
error of the same kind hath been the source of a mistake 
in an historical passage of our author ; which hath ridicu- 
lously troubled the critics. 
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Richard the Third harangues his aimy before the battle 
of Bosworth : 

Rpineinb^ whom y^ are to cope witlial, 
A MNt of vagabontlt, of rascals, runaway 



A sort ol vagabonds, ol rascals, runawarf~« 
And who dolli kad tliem but a paltry fellow 
lAiaz kept in Briiaine at our mother s cost, 



A milluop, &c. 

«* Our mother," Mr. Theobald perceives to be wrong, and 
Henry was somewhere secreted on the continent : be readt 
therefore, and all the editors afler him, 

• Long^ kept in Bretagne at ku mother's cost. 

But give me leave to transcribe a few more lines from 
Ilolinshed, and you will find at once, that Shakespeare had 
been there before me : — " Ye see further, how a compa- 
nic of traitors, theeves, outlaws and runnagates be aiders 
and partakers of his feat and enterprise. — And to begin 
with the eric of Richmond captaine of this rebellion, he is 
a Welch milksop— brought up by mj^ inoother*i meanes and 
mine, like a captive in a close cage in the conrt of Fran- 
cis duke of Britaine." P. 756. 

Ilolinshed copies this verbatim from his brother chro- 
nlrlor Hal], edit. 1548, fol. 54 ; but his printer hath given 
lis ]>y accident the word moother instead o£ brother ; as it is 
^^ in the original, and ought to he in Shakespeare. 

1 hope, my good friend, you have by this time acqnitted 
onr great poet of all piratical depredations on the ancients, 
and arc ready to receive my conclunon, — He remembered 
perhaps enough of his school-boy learning to put the Hig, 
hn^r^ hog, into the mouth of Sir Hugh Evans ; and might 
pick up in the writers of the time, or the course of his 
conversation, a familiar phrase or two of French or Italian : 
but his studies were most demonstratively confined to nature 
and his orvn language. 

In the course of this disquisition you have oflen smiled 
at " all sbch reading, as was never read ;" and possibly I 
jl(k may have indulged it too far : but it is the reading neces- 
sary for a comment on Shakespeare. Those who apply 
solely to the ancients for this purpose, may with equal 
wisdom study the Talmud for an exposition of Tristrim 
Shandy. Nothing but an intimate acquaintance with the 
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writers of the time, who are frequently of no other valoe^ 
can point..out hb ailasions, and ascertaon his phraseology. 
The refonnen of his text are for ever equally positive, 
and equally wrong. The cant of the age, a provincial 
expression, an obscnre prorerb, an obsolete custom, a hint 
at a person or a fact no longer remembered, hath continu- 
ally defeated the best of our guessen : You must not sup- 
pose me to speak at random, when I assure you, that from 
some forgotten book or other, I can demonstrate this to 
you in many hundred places ; and 1 almost wish, that I had 
not been persuaded into a different employment. 

Though I have as much of the nataU §olum about me as 
smy man whatsoever ; yet, 1 own, the primroaepaihiBS^l 
Biore pleasing than the Fo$se or the WcUling-Sireet* 

Age caniMt wither it, nor aistom itato 
Itf infintte ▼arietj.-- — 

And when I am fidrly rid of the dust of topographical an« 
tiquity, which hath continued much longer about me than- 
I expected ; you may very probably be troubled again 
with the ever firaitful subject of Sbakespeaac and his Cox- 

lOMTATOHS, 

Fabmcr. 
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Tempest.] The Tempest and Tke Mdsummer fKghfi 
Drtam^ are the noblest efforts of thatsoblime and amazing 
imagination peculiar to Shakespeare, which soars above 
the bounds of nature, without forsaking sense ; or, more 
properly, carries nature along with him beyond her estab* 
fished limits. Fletcher seems particularly to have admired 
these two plays, and hath wrote two in imitation of them» 
Tke Sea Foyage, and The Faithful Shepherdess. But when 
hft presames to break a lance with Shakespeare, and 
write in emulation of him, as he does in The False One^ 
which is the rival of Antony and Cleopatra^ he is not so 
tQccessfial. Afler him. Sir John Suckling and Milton 
catched the brightest fire of fheir imagination from these 
two plays ; which shines &ntastically indeed in 7%e Go6« 
Knsy but much more nobly and serenely in 7^ Mask at Lud* 
km CasUe. Waaburtoh. 

No one has hitherto been lucky enough to discover 
the romance on which Shakespeare may be stipposed to 
have founded this play, the beauties ef wmch could 
not secure it from the criticism of Ben Jonson, whose 
malignity appears to have been more than equal to his 
wit In the introduction to Bartholomew Fair^ he says : 
** If there be never a servant tnonstef in the fhir, who 
can help it, be says, nor a nest of antiques ? He 
is loth to nuike nature siraid in his plays, like those 
that beget Tales^ Tempests^ and snch like droUeries." 

Stkbvkns* 

I was mfonned by the late If r. Collins of Chichester^ 
that Shakespeare's Tempest^ for which no origin is yet as*- 
signed, was foneed on a romance called Aurielio and ha* 
hella^ printed in Italian, Spanish, French, and English^ 
in 1588. But though this information has not proved true 
on examination, an usefef conclusion may be drawn from • 
It, that Shakespeafe's story is somewhere to be (bund in 
an Italian novel, at least that the story preceded Shake- 
speare. Mr. Collins had searched this subject with no lest 
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fidelity than jad^^ent and industry ; bnt his memory 
fiiiling in his last calamitous indisposition, he probably gave 
me the name of one -novel for another. 1 remember he 
added a circumstance, which may lead to a discovery,-^ 
that the principal character of the romance, answering to 
Shakespeare's Prospero, was a chymical necromaacer, 
who hdd bound a spirit like Ariel to obey his call, and 
perform his services. It was a common pretence of deal* 
ers in the occult sciences to have a demon at commaod. 
At least Aurelio, or Oreiio, was probably one of the namet 
of this romance, the production and multiplicity of gold 
bein^ the grand object of alchvmy. Taken at large, the 
magical part of the Tempest is founded on that sort of phi- 
losophy which was practised by John Dee and his associ- 
ates, and has been called the Rosicrucian. The name 
Ariel came from the Talmudistic mysteries with which 
the learned Jews had infected this science. T. Wartoh. 

Mr. Theobald tells ns, that 7%« Tempttt must have been 
written after 1609, because the Bermuda Islands, which 
are mentioned in it, were unknown to the English until 
that year; but this is a mistake. He might have seen uk 
Hackluyt, 1600, folio, a description of Bermuda, by Henry 
Blay, who was shipwrecked there in 1593. 

It was however one of our author's last works. In 1598« 
be played a part in the original Every Man in his Humour. 
Two of the characters are Prospero and Stephana. Here 
Ben Jonson taught him the pronunciation of the latter 
word, which is always right in The Tempest : 

*^ Is not this Stephana^ my drunken butler ?" 

And always wrong in his earlier play. The Merchant of 
re II ice, which had been on the stage at least two or three 
years before its publication in 1600 : 

** My friend Stephano^ signify I pray yon," kc» 

-—So little did Mr. Capell know of his author, when he 
idly supposed his school literature might perhaps have been 
lost by the dissipation of youth, or Uie busy scene of public 
hfe ! Farmer. 
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This pby'nrast hare been written before 1614, when 
Jonson sneen at it in bis Bartholomew Fair. In the latter 
plays of Shakespeare, he has less of pan and quibble thaii 
m his early ones. In The Merchani ofVeniety he express- 
ly declares against them. This perhaps might be one 
criterion to discoYer the dates of lus plays. . Blackstonb. 

See Mr. Malone's AtUmpt to ascertain the Order of Shake* 
tpeareU Playe^ and a Note oo The cUmd-capp^d ttmers, kic. 
Act IV. Stebvekb 



PERSONS REPRESENTED.* 

Atoirso, king of NapUu 

Sebastian, his brother. 

pRosPERo, the rightful dyke of Milan. 

An TO MO, hit brother ^ the wurpif^ duke of Milan* 

Ferdinand, ion to the king oj Naples. 

GoNZALO, on honest old counsellor of Naples. 

^'"^•*"' { lords. 
Francisco, ) 

Caliban, a savage and deformed slave. 

Trinculo, a jester, 

Stephano, a drunken butler. 

Master of a ship ^ Boatszcain, ondMarinen, 

Miranda, daughter to Prospers. 

Artel, an airy spirit. 

Iris, 

Ceres, 

Juno, } spirits. 

Nymphs^ 

Reapers, 

Other spirits, attending on Prospero. 

SCENE, the sea, with a ship; afterwards an tmta* 

habited island. 

* Tkii eoiuDentioo of penonii takea fhMB tbt folio Itt3.^5lM«M«. 
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TEMPEST^ 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

On a Mp at tea. A storm with thunder and lightning. 
Enter a Shipmaster and a BoaUwain, 

Master. 

jSoATSWAIN, 

Boats, Here, master : What cheer? 
Mast, Good : speak to the mariners : fid] to't yarely, or 
we run ourselves aground : bestir, bestir. [Exit, 

Enter Mariners, 

Boats, Heieh, my hearts ; cheerlj, cheerlj* my hearts ; 
yare, yare : Take in the top-sail ; tend to the master's 
whistle. — Blow, till thou burst thy wind, if room enough! 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Ferdinand, Gqn* 

ZALu, and others, 

Alon, Good boatswain, have care, Where's the mas- 
ter ? Play the men. 

Boats, I pray now, keep below. 

Ant, Where is the master, boatswain ? 

Boats, Do you not hear him ? You mar our labour ; 
keep your cabins : you do assist the storm. 

Gonz. Nay, good, be patient. 

Boats, When the sea is. Hence !— What care these 
roarers for the name of king ? To cabin : silence : trou* 
ble us not. 

Gonz, Good ; yet remember whom thou hast aboard. 

Boats, None that I more love than myself. You are 
a counsellor ; if you can command these elements to si* 
lence, and work the peace o' the present, we will not 
band a rope more ; use your authority. If you cannot, 
give thanks yoii have hved so long, and make yourself 
ready in your cabin for the mischance of the hour, if it so 
liap. — Cheerly, good hearts.-^-Out of our way, I say. 

[Exit^ 
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Gofir. * I hare great comfort from this fellow : me<* 
thinks, he hath no drowning mark upon him ; his com- 
plexion is perfect gallows. Stand Ast, good ikte, to his 
hanging ! make the rope of his destiny our cable, for our 
own doth little advantage 1 If he be not bom to be hang'd, 
our case is miserable. [EaeeiHU. 

Re-tnUr BwUrmain. 

Boatt. Down with the top«mast ; jare ; lower, lower; 
bring her to try with main course. [A ery vntkinJl 

A plague upon this howling ! Uiey are louder than tte 
Weather, or our office.— 

Rt-enUr Sebastiav, Aktovio, and Govzalo. 

Tet again ? what do you here ? Shall we giro o'er and 
drown ? Have you a mind to sink ? 

Seb. A pox o' your throat I you bawling, blasphemooi^ 
incharitable dog ! 

Boats, Work you, then. 

Ant. Hang, cut, hang! jrou whoreson, insolent noise* 
giaker 1 we are less afraid to be drown*d than thou art 

Gem, I'll warrant him from drowning ; though the ship 
were no stronger than a nut-shell, and as leaky as an ua« 
staunched wench. 

Boats, Lay her a^hold, a-hold ; set her two courses ^ 
off to sea again, lay her off. 

Enter Marinert tpd. 

Mar. All lost ! to prayers, to prayers ! all lost ! [Ere« 
Boats. What, must our mouths be cold ? 
Chme. The king and prince at prayers ! let us assist 
them. 
For our case is as theirs. 

Ssb. 1 am out of patience. 
^ £nt. We are merely cheated of our fires by drunik* 

ards. — 
This wide-chapped iMcal :-^-^*Would, thou might'st lie 

drowning. 
The washing of ten tides ! 

Oonx. He 11 be hang'd yet ; 
Though every drop of water swear against it» 
And gape at wid*st to glut him. 

te ^bMrT0d of Goaialo, thit totaif tto iwly food bmo tbit i 
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\A confused naUe ttithin,] Mercj <m tut— 'We spli^ 
We split !— Farewell, my wife and childreQ ! — 
Farewell, brother !— We split, we split, we split ! — 
Ant. Let's all sink with the king. [ElxiL 

Seb. LeVs take leare of him. [ExtU 

Cronz. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea 
for an acre of barren g^und ; long heath, brown furze, 
an J thing : The wills above be done ! bat 1 would £uii 
die a dry death. [Exit 

SCENE II. 
The Island: before the Cell ofPRosPCRO. Enter Prospke^ 

and Miranda. 

Afira. If by your art, my dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them : 
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch. 
But that the sea, mounting to th' welkin's cheek. 
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffered 
With those that I saw suffer ! a brave vessel, 
Who had, no doubt, some noble creatures in her, 
Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 
Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they perish'd. 
Had I been any god of pow'r, I would 
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e'ei^ 
It should the good ship so have swallowed, and 
The freighting souls within her. 

Pro, Be collected ; 
No more amazement : tell your piteous heart, 
'There's no harm done. 

Mira, O, woe the day ! 

Pro. No harm. 
1 have done nothing but in care of thee, 
f Of thee, my dear one ! thee, my daughter !) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am ; nor that 1 am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell. 
And thy no greater father. 

Mira. More to know 
Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Pro. 'Tis time 

I should inform thee further. Lend thy hand, 

-^— ^— — ^— • 

Xa] i. e. before. So, io EcclesiwteB. x\l 6 : •« Or «vcr Um tilTtr cord te looitd; 
•r tte coldM bowl be brokea.** STEE VAIJS. 

Vor.. I. F 
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And pluck my magic garment from me.-- & ; 

[Laytdownhit nuuUU. 
Lie there, my art. — Wipe thou thine eyes ; haye com&rt. 
The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touched 
The very virtue of compassion in thee, 
I have with suCb provision in mine art 
So safely ordered, that there is no soul—* 
No, not so much perdition as an hair^ 
Betid to any creature in the vessel 
Which thou heard'st cry, which thou «aw*tt sink. Sit 

down ; 
For thou must now know further. 

Mira, You have often 
Begun to tell me what 1 am ; but stopp'd 
And lefl me to a bootless inquisition ; 
Concluding, Stay^ not yet. 

Pro, The hour's now come ; 
The very minute bids thee ppe thine ear ; 
Obey, and be attentive. Can'st thou remember* 
A time before we came unto this cell ? 
I d6 not think thou can'st ; for then then wast not 
Out three years old. • 

Mira. Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pro. By what ? by any other house, fv person T 
Of any thing the image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance* 

Mira. 'Tisfaroff; 
And rather like a dream, than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants : Had I not 
Four or &ve women once, that tended me ? 

Pro. Thou had'st, and more, Miranda : But how is it. 
That this lives in thy mind ? What seest thou else 
In the dark backward and abysm * of time ? 
If thou remember'st aught, ere thou cam'st here, 
How thou cam'st here, thou may'st 

Mira But that I do not. 

Pro. Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve years aince. 
Thy father was the duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power. 

Mira. Sir, are not you my father ? 

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said — thou wast my daughter ; and thy father 

[3] I c ffbjM. ThkspeUiniiaooiDaMB to oCb^r apcieolirritwi. fTS. 
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Was duke of Milan ; and his only heir 
A princess : — no worse issuM. 

Mira. O, the heavens ! 
What foul play had we, that we came from thence 7 
Or blessed was't, we did ? 

Pro, Both, both, my girl : 
By foul pby, as thou say'st, were we heav'd thence ; 
But blessedly holp hither. 

Mira. O, my heart bleeds 
To think o* the teen that I have turn'd you to, 
Which is from my remembrance ! Please you, further. 

Pro, My brother, and thy uncle, called Antonio,— 
I pray thee, mark me, — that a brother should 
Be so perfidious I — he whom, next thyself, 
Of all the world 1 lovM, and to him put 
The manage of my state ; as, at that time, 
Through all the signiories it was the 6rst, 
And Prospero the prime duke ; being so reputed 
In dignity, and, for the hberal arts, 
Without a parallel ; those being all my study, 
The government 1 cast upon my brother, 
And to my state grew stranger, being transported. 
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle 
Dost thou attend me ? 

Aftra. Sir, most heedfully. 

Pro, Being once perfected how to grant suits. 
How to deny them ; whom to advance, and whom 
To trash for over- topping ;* new created 

The creatures that were mine ; I say, or changM them, J^ 

Or else new formM them : having both the key "^ 

Of officer and office, set all hearts 
To what tune pleas'd his ear ; that now he was 
The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk. 
And suck'd my verdure out on*t. — Thou attend'st not : 
I pray thee, mark me, 

Mira. O good sir, I do. 

Pro. I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicate 
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind 
With that, which, but by being so retir'd, 
O'er-priz'd all popular rate, in my false brother 

[4] A trmth ii a term bUU in uw aiiiODK bunt en, to denote a piece of leather. ^ ■ 

coupler, or tny other weight futened round the oeck of ac'og, when nis^veiJ is "ml^ ■ \ 

«np«rior to the rettofthf pack; i c. wbeo 1m ntHof» tiiciD, when be Awiljfaa 
fuick. C. 
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Awak*d an evil nature : and my tnist, 

Lik«' :i gn<)(l papMit, did beget of him 

A faNeho<vi, in it- conlrdry as great 

A» my trii9t was : which had, indeed, no limit, 

At'onhdenre 8an<« hound, ile being thus lorded. 

Not oidy with what my revenue yielded, 

But what my f>owcr might else exact, — like one» 

Who having, unto truth, by telling of it. 

Made such a sinner of his memorv. 

To credit his own lie,* — he did believe 

He was the duke ; otit of the substitution. 

And executing the outward face of royalty. 

With all prerogative : — Hence his ambition 

Growing, — Dost hear? 

Mira. Voiir tale, sir, would cure deafness. 

Pro. To have no screen between this part he plftj'4 
And him he playM it for, he needs will be 
AlHolute Milan : Me, poor man ! — my library 
Was dukedom large enough ; of temporal royaJtiet 
He thinks me now incapable : confederates 
(So dry he was for sway) with the king of Naples, 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage ; 
Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend 
The dukedom, yet unbowM, (alas, poor Milan !) 
To most ignoble stooping. 

Mira. O the heavens ! 

Pro. Mark his condition, and the event ; then leO mCi 
If this might be a brother. 

Mira. I should sin 
To think but nobly of my grandmother : 
Good wombs have borne bad sons. 

Pro. Now the condition. 
This king of Naples, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit ; 
Which was, that he in lieu o' the premises, — 
Of homage, and I know not how much tribute,— 
ShotiM presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the dukedom ; and confer fair Milan, 
With all the honours, on mv brother : Whereon, 
A treacherous army levyM, one midnight 
Fated to th' purpose, did Antonio open 

[b] i. e Rv often repeat ln|f the »«ine ftory. mfie bii memory Buch a tliuier oalv 
truth, uto creiiKbif own lie A mlwrauf delmkMi, towbick itory-ccllen «r« 
fraquMtiy tul^iect. WARB. 
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The gates of Milan ; and, i' the dead of darkness. 
The iniQisteiij for the purpose hurried theoce 
Me, and thy. crying self. 

Mira. Alack, for pity ! 
I, not remembering how I cried out then, 
Will cry it o'er again ; it is a hint. 
That wrings mine eyes. 

Pro. Hear a little fiirther. 
And then Til bring thee to the present business 
Which now's upon us ; without the which, this story 
Were most impertinent. 

Mira, Wherefore did they not 
That hour destroy us ? 

Pro, Well demanded, wench ; 
My tale provokes that question. Dear, they darst not ; 
f So dear the love my people bore me) nor set 
A mark so bloody on the business ; but 
With colours &irer painted their foul ends. 
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark ; 
Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they preparM 
A rotten carcass of a boat, not riggM, 
Nor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it : there they hoist ufi, 
To cry to th' sea that roarM to us ; to sigh 
To th' winds, whose pity, sighing back again. 
Did us but loving wrong. 

Aiira, Alack ! what trouble 
Was I then to you ! 

Pro, O ! a cherubim 
Thou wast, that did preserve me ! Thon didst smile. 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven. 
When I have deckM the sea with drops full salt ; 
Under my burden groan'd ; which rais'd in me 
An undergoing stomach, to bear up 
Against what should ensue. 

Mira, How came we ashore ? 

Pro, By Providence divine. 
Some food we had, and some fresh water, that 
A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 
Oat of his charity, (who being then appointed 
Master of this design,) did give us ; with 
Rich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries. 
Which fiince have steaded mach ; so, of his gentleness. 
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Knowing^ I lov*d my books, he furnighM in€» 
From my own library, with volumes that 
1 prize above my dukedom. 

Mira. 'Would 1 migrht 
But ever sec that man ! 

Pro, Now I arise :— 
Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 
Here in tliis island we arrivM ; and here 
Have I, tliy school -master, made thee more profit 
Than other princes can, that have more time 
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful. 

Mira. Heavens thank you for*t ! And now, I pray yoo, sir, 
(For still 'tis boating in my mind,) your reasoo 
For raising this sea-storm ? 

Pro. Know thus far forth.- 
By accident most strange, bountiful fortune. 
Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies 
Brouii^ht to this shore : and by my prescience 
I fmd my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star ; whose influence 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop. — Here cease more questions; 
Thou art inclinM to sleep ; 'tis a good dulness,^ 
And give it way ; — 1 know thou canst not choose.- 



[Miranda tUejfi, 
Come away, servant, come : I am ready now ; 
Approach, my Ariel ; come« 

Enter Ariel. 

Art, All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I come 
To answer thy best pleasure ; be't to fly. 
To swim, to dive into the tire, to ride 
On the curl'd clouds; to thy strong bidding, task 
Ariel, and all his quality. 

Pro, Hast thou, spirit. 
Performed to point the tempest that 1 bade thee ? 

Jiri, To every article. 
I boarded the king's ship ; now on the beak,' 
Now in the waist,* the deck, in every cabin, 

— . L J_1|MM 

[ft] Dr. Wtrbuiton rM:htly obwnrea, tbtt this sleftpineas, which Pioiiyn) bj hit 
art bad brought upon Miraoda, and of which be knew Dot bow toon the enect wooM 
begin, aakes him question her ao often whether ihe to attentive to hia atory. 

_ JOHNSOir. 

m The b«ak was a itrong pointed body at the bead of the ancient pdlieB ; it b 
uaedbere for the forecastle, or the bowsprit. JOHNSON. 

£S] The part bet^eto Uie q«iarter-deck and the forecastle. JOHNSON. 
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I flam'd amazement : Sometimes, Fd divide, 
Aad burn in many places ; on the top-mast, 
The yards and bowsprit, would! flame distinctly, 
Then meet, and join : Jove's lightnings, the precursors 
O' th' dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary 
And sight-out-running were not : The lire, and cracks 
Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune 
Seem'd to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 

Pro. My brave spirit ! 
Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil 
Would not infect his reason ? 

J^rt. Not a soal 
But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd 
Some tricks of desperation : All, but mariners, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel, 
Then all a-fire with me : the king's son, Ferdinand, 
With hair up-staring (then like reeds, not hair,) 
Was the first man that leapM ; cried, Hell it empty ^ 
And all the devils are here. 

Pro. Why, that^s my spirit ! 
Bdt was not this nigh shore ? 

Ari. Close by, my master. 

Pro. But are they, Ariel, safe ? 

An. Not a hair perish'd ; 
On their sustaining earments not a blemish. 
But fresher than before : and, as thou bad'st me, 
In troops I have dispersed them 'bout the isle : 
The king's son have 1 landed by himself; 
Whom I lefl cooling of the air with sighs, 
In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting, 
His arms in this sad knot 

Pro. Of the king's ship. 
The mariners, say, how thou hast disposed, 
And all the rest o' th* fleet ? 

Art. Safely in harbour 
Is the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou call'dst me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the still-vexM Bermoothes,' there she's hid : 

[t1 Fletcher, io hia Womm Fleased^ tavs. " Tbe devil should thiok of pur- 
CMnoc that egg-shell to Tictual out a witch for the Beermootbea.** Smith, io hit 
•eeouot of these Inlands, p. 172. says, " that the Bermudas were so fearful to tbe 
worid, tliat muy called Uwm the ittt tf Dtpilt.*"-'?, 174. " to all seamen uo leu 
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The mariners all under hatches stow'd ; 

Whom, with a charm join'd to their suffered labour, 

I have lefl asleep : and for the rest o' th' fleet, 

Which I dispersed, they all have met again ; 

And are upon the Mediterranean flote,* 

Bound sadly home for Naples ; 

Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd. 

And his great person perish. 

Pro. Ariel, Uiy charge 
Exactly is performed ; but there's more work : 
What IS the time o' the day ? 

Art. Past the mid season. 

Pro. At least two glasses : The time 'twixt six and now, 
Must by us both be spent most preciously. 

Art. Is there more toil ? Since thou dost gi?e me painiy 
Let me remember thee what thou hast promia'd. 
Which is not yet performed me. 

Pro. How now ? moody ? 
What isH thou canst demand ? 

Art. My liberty. 

Pro. Before the time be out ? no more. 

Art. I pray thee * 

Remember, I have done thee worthy service ; 
Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv'd 
Without or grudge or grumbUngs : thou didst promise 
To bate me a full year. 

Pro. • Dost thou forget 
From what a torment 1 did free thee ? 

Art. No. 

Aerrible thao ao enchanted deo of furies ** And oo wonder, for the cliB« was ex- 
tremely auliject tn storms an<l hurricanes ; and the blaodi wer« lurrouiided with 
■oUtered rocks, lying shallowly bid under the surface of tbe water. 

WARBDRTOK. 
The epithet here applied to tbe Bermudas will be beat understood by tkose who 
have seen the chaflns of tbe sea over tbe niirged rocks by whkb tbey are •iirrouD<K 
ed, ajid which render acreai to them m dangerous. It was in our poet*s time tbe 
eurrenl opinion, that Bermudas was inhabited by monsters and devils. — Seteboa,tbe 
(od of Caliban's dam, was an American devil, worshipped by tbe giants of Pataaoeie. 

[T] Flote is wave. Flot. Fr. STECV. 

[21 That the character and conduct of Fronpero may be understood, tomethiaf 
nust be known of the sytitem of enchantment, which supplied alt the ouirvcneea, 
found in tbe romance of tl.<) middle ajres. This system seems tn be fnuodert cm the 
opinion that the fallen spirits, havio;; different defcrees of euilt, had different iMblta- 
tfoos allotted them at their expul.«(iofl ; Molt» being confined in bell, •* some (at 
Hooker, who delivers the opinion of our poet*s a; e, expretnes it) dispersed ia air« 
eome on earth, some In water, others in caves, deos, or minerals under tbe earth.** 
Of these, some were more malignant and miKhievous than others. The earthr 
i^hrits seem to have been thought the moat depraved, and the aeriai the less vkia- 
led. Thus Frt>«i»ero observes of Ariel ; 
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Pro. Thoadotf! mdthink'st 
It mach, to tread the ooze of the salt deep ; 
To run upon the shaqi wind of the north ; 
To do me business in the veins o' th' earth. 
When it is bak'd with frost. 

Ari, I do not, sir. 

Pro. Thou Uest, malignant thing I Hast thou forgot 
The foul witch Sycorax, who, with age, and envy, 
Was grown into a hoop ? hast thou ibrgot her ? 

Art, No, sir. 

Pro, Thou hast : Where was she bom ? speak ; tell mt* 

Art. Sir, in Arg^cr. 

Pro. O, was she so ? I must, 
Once in a month, recount what thou hast been, 
Which thou forget'st This damn'd witch, Sycorax, 
For mischief manifold, and sorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, 
Thou know'st, was banish M ; for one thing she did. 
They would not take her life : Is not this true ? 

Art. Ay, sir. 

Pro, This blue*ey'd hag was hither brought with chiU^ 
And here was lefl by th' sailors : Thou, my slave, 
As thou report'st thyself, wast then her servant : 
And, for thou wast a spirit too dehcate 
To act her earthy and abhorred commands, 
Refusing her grand bests, she did confine thee. 
By help of her more potent ministers. 
And in her most unmitigable rage. 



T hou wast ■ spirit too dellcat« 
To set h«r earth j and abhorr*d coomiaiMli. 

Of«r these nlrila a power nlckf be obtained by certain ritet perfbrmedor charos 
lamed. This power was called the * Black Art,* or * Koowledfce of Eochant* 
■Mt.* The enchanter beln^ (as king James obeenres In his Demonolof y) ** oo« 
who CMumnds the devil, whereas the w itch senres him.** Those who thought best 
«f thb art. the existence of which was, I am afraid, believed rtij seriously, heM. 
tM certain sounds and characters had a physical power over spirits, and compelled 
their eseocy ; others who condemned the practice, which m reality waa surely 
Mver practised, were of opinioo, with more reason, that the power of rbanai 
arose tHij from compact, end was no more than the spirits Tolontanly allowed thea 
fbr the seductioo of man. The art was held by all, though not equally criminal, yet 
vriewful; and therefore Casaubon, speaking of one who Imd commerce wHh npirm. 
Manes hia, though he imagioes him ** one of the best kind who dealt with them bf 
way of comosand.** Thus Prospero repents of his art fn the last scene. Tnt 
^>lrlts were always considered as in sone measure enslaved to the enchanter, at 
leaat for a time, and as serving with unwilliogaess, therefore Ariel so often begs fef 
liberty ; and Caliban observe<i. that the spirits serve Prospero with no food wiU^ 
tat ** hete him rootedly.*'— Of these trifles tnoueh. JOftSftQll. 

9 Vol. 1. F2 
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Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 

IniprisonM, thou didst painfully remain 

A do/en years ; within which space she died, 

Andl<:ft thee there ; where thou didst Tent thy ^^roaiis« 

As fast as mill-wheels strike : Then was this island, 

rSavo for the son that she did litter here, 

A freckled whelp, hag-bom,) not honoured with 

A human shape. 

Jlri. Yes ; Caliban her son^ 

Pro, Dull thing, I say so ; he, that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know'st 
What torment I did tind thee in : thy groans 
Di<l make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 
Of ♦^ver-angry bears ; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo ; it was mine art. 
When I arrived, and heard thee, that made gape 
The pine, and let thee out. 

Ari, I thank thee, master. 

Pro, If thou more murmur^st, I will rend an oak. 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou hast howIM away twelve winters. 

Art. Pardon, master: 
I will be correspondent to command. 
And do my spiriting gently. 

Pro. Do so ; and afler two days 
I will discharge thee. 

Art. That's my noble master ! 
What shall I do ? say what ? what shall I do ? 

Pro. Go make thyself hke to a nymph o' th' sea; 
Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible ** 

To every eye-ball else. Go, take this shape. 
And hither come inH : hence, with diligence. 

Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well ; 
Awake ! 

JlJlra. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me. 

Pro, Shake it off: Come on; 
Well visit Caliban, my slave, •rho never 
Yields us kind answer. 

Mira. 'Tis a villain, sir. 



iCT f. niipesT* 191 

I do Dot love to look on. 

Pro. Bul^ as 'tis, 
We cannot miss him : he does make onr fire, 
Fetch in our wood ; and serves in offices 
That profit us.— What ho ! slave ! Calihan ! 
Thou earth, thou ! speak. 

CcU. [Within A There's wood enough within. 

Pro, Come forth, I say ; there's other business for 
thee : 
Come forth, thou tortoise ! when ? 

Re-enter Ariel, like a water-nymph. 

Fine apparition ! My quaint Ariel, 
Hark in thine ear. 

^W. My lord, it shall be done. [Exit. 

Pro, Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil himself 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forUi ! 

Enter Caliban. 

Cal, As wicked dew as e'er my mother brush'd 
With raven^s feather from unwholesome fen, 
Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye, 
And blister you all o'er ! 

Pro, For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have cramps, 
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up ; urchins 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work,* 
All exercise on thee : thou shalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made them. 

Cal. I must eat my dinner. 
This island's mine, by Sycorax my mother, 
Which thou tak'st from me. When thou camest first, 
Thou strok'dst me, and mad'st much of me ; would'st 

give me 
Water with berries in't ; and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less, 
That bum by day and night : and then I lov'd thee, 
And shew'd thee all the qualities o' th' isle, 

[91 It should be remembered, that, in Uie paeuDntologjr of former iKes, Uieta 
ptrticuUn were Mttled with the most mioute exactneiis, and the diflfereot Iciods of 
^MooMTj beings had dilTereot allotmevof time suitable to the variety or conse- 
quence of tlieir employments. Durinc these •paces* tbej were at liberty to act, but 
vere always obliged to leave off at a certain hour, that they might not interfere in 
Unit portion of night which belonged to others. Among theye, we may suppose nr- 
ekUu to have had a pait subjected to Uwir doiBioioo. ST££ VfiK S. 
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The fresh springrt, brine pits, barren place, and fertile ; 

Cursed be i that «li(l so ! — All the charms • 

Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light od you ! 

For I am all the subjects that you have. 

Which first was mine own king : and here yea tty me 

In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 

The rest of the island. 

Pro. Thou most lying slave, 
Whom stripes may move, not kindness : I have lu'd thee^ 
Filth as thou art, with human care ; and lodg'd thee 
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate 
The honour of my child. 

Col. O ho, O ho ! **— 'would it had been done ! 
Thou didst prevent me ; i had peopled ebe 
This isle with Calibans. 

Pro. Abhorred slave ; 
Which any print of goodness will not take» 
Being capable of all ill ! I pitied thee. 
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hoitf 
One thing or other : when thou didst not, savage. 
Know thme own meaning, but wouldst gabble like 
A thing most brutish, I endowed thy purposes 
With words that made them known : But thy vile ncei 
Tho' thou didst learn, had that in't which good natoret 
Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thoa 
Deservedly confinM into this rock, 
Who had'st deserv'd more than a prison. 

Cal. You taught me language ; and my profit oii*t 
Is, I know how to curse : The red plague rid yoo,* 
For learning roe your language ! 

Pro. Hag-seed, hence ! 
Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thon wert best. 
To answer other business. Shrug'st thou, malice f 
If thou neglect*st, or dost unwillingly 
What 1 command. Til rack thee with old cramps ; 
Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar. 
That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 

Cal. No, *pray thee !— 
I must obey : his art is of such power, [jftule. 

It would control my dam's gdl, Setebos, 

» ■ ■ — ^— ^1— — — o 

[I] This nvai^e exclamation wu orifinally and eoDstaotlr approprtatod by tlw 
writer* of our anrieot Myvteries and Moralities, to the OeTil ; and ha«, fa tUi la- 
ftanc<>, been tratisflnred in bit deacendaot Caliban. 8TEEVEN8. 

[aj Tbe tr$iif€Ui was locteBUy called Uw nd fUgm. STfiS VMS. 
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iLnd make a vassal of him. 

Pro. So, slave ; hcoce ! [Exit Cai, 

Bi'erUer Ariel invisible, playing and singing ; Ferdinand 

follozeing hitn, 

Ariel's Song. 

Come unto these yelloxs) sands ^ 

And then take hands : 
Court'sied zchcn you have, and kiss'd, 

(jrhe TL'ild aares xvhist,) 
Foot itfeutly here and there ; 
And, szveet sprites, the burdeii bear. 
Hark, hark! 
Bur, Bowgh, wowgh. [dispersedfy. 

The Tt'atch-dosrs bark : 
Bur, Bowgh, wov/gh. [dispersedly 

Hark, hark ! I hear 
The strain of strutting chanticlcre 
Cry, Cock^a-doodle^doo. 

Fer. Where should this music be ? i' th! air, or the 
earth? 
It sounds no more : — and sure, it waits upon 
Some g^ of the island. Sitting on a bank. 
Weeping again the king my father^s wreck. 
This music crept by me upon the waters ; 
Allaying both their fury, and my passion, 
With its !<weetair : thence I have followed it^ 
Or it hath drawn me rather :— But ^tis gouM* 
Ko, it begins again. 

Ariel tings. 

Full futluym five thy father lies ,** 

Oj his hones are coral made ; 
Those are pearls that were his ityes : 

frothing of him that dothfade^ 



' VS] Ariert lay t, (whicb haTe been coDdemoed bj OUdoa m trifliig, tad deflnded, 
|HX Tery tuccenfully. by Or. Warburton.) howcTer aeaMNnble aad MJkacioui. mu4 
M allowed to b^ of DO supernatural ilipriCy or eleeaoee ; tliey expreit ooUiiof frttt, 
■or reveal aov Uiin( M>OTe uwrtal diiMTery. 

The maon for which Ariel h introduced thus triflios !*• that be and bit roaq)aDloqi 
are eviiteiitly of the fairy kind, »u order of beings (o which tradition has ^wftjj^ 
ticribeti a sort nf diminutive agency, ponrerfiil but tudicroua, a humorous and fjwai 
Mii(rol»al«ri«biif,wtUMpraaedbjtteaoiwio(AsiaL JOHflSQiir. 
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But doth suffer a sea-change 
into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his l^^ll : 
Hark ! now 1 hear thetn, — ding'^ong^ belL 

[Burden, diDg-doDg. 

Fer, The ditty does remember my drown'd &tber :— 
This is no mortal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes : — 1 hear it now above me. 

Pro. The fringed curtains of thine eye adTance, 
And say what thou seest yond\ 

Mra. What is't ? a spirit ? 
Lord, how it looks about ! Believe me, sir. 
It carries a brave form : — But 'tis a spirit 

Pro. No, wench ; it eats and sleeps, and hath such 
senses 
As we have, such : This gallant, which thou seest, 
Was in the wreck ; and but he's something stain'd 
With grief, that's beauty's canker, thou might'at call him 
A goodly person : He hath lost his feUows^ 
And strays about to find them. 

Mira. I might call him 
A thing diviffe ; for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. 

Pro. It goes on, {Mds. 

As my soul prompts it : — Spirit, fine spirit ! 1*11 free thee 
Within two days for this. 

Fer. Most sure, the goddess 
On whom these airs attend ! — Vouchsafe, my prayer 
May know, if you remain upon this island ; 
And that you will some good instruction give. 
How I may bear me here : My prime request, 
Which 1 do last pronounce, is, O you wonder I 
If you be made, or no ? 

Mira. No wonder, sir ; 
But, certainly a maid. 

Fer. My language ! heavens ! — 
I am the best of them that speak this speech, • 
Were I but where 'tis spoken. 

Prp. How ! the best ? 
What wert thou, if the king of Naples heard thee ? 

Fer. A single thing, as I am now, that wonders 
To hear thee speak of Naples : He does hear me ; 
And, that he does, 1 weep : myself am Naples ; 
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Who, with mine eyes, ne'er since at ebb, beheld 
The king my father wreckM. 

Mira, Alack, for mercy ! 

Fer. Yes, faith, and ull hi? lords ; the duke of Milan^ 
And his brave son, being twain. 

Pro, The duke of Milan, 
And his more braver daughter, could control thee, 
If now 'twere fit to do't : — At the first sight [Atidtj 

They have chang'd eyes : — Delicate Ariel, 
I'll set thee free for this I — A word, good sir ; 
I fear yon have done yourself some wrong : a word. 

Mira, Why speaks my father so ungently ? This 
Is the third man that e'er 1 saw ; the first 
That e'er L sigh'd for : pity move my &ther 
To be incliu'd my way \ 

Fer, O, if a virgiq, 
And your affection not gone forth, I'll make yoQ 
The queen of Naples. 

Pro. Soft, sir ; one word more. — 
They are both in eitber's power : but this swifl businesi 
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning [Mdi. 

Hake the prize hght. — One word more ; I charge thee^ 
That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp 
The name thou own'st not ; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island, as a spy, to win it 
From me, the lord on't. 

Fer, No, as 1 am a man. 

Mira, There's nothing ill can dwell in such a temple : 
If the ill spirit have so fair an house, 
Good things will strive to dwell with't. 

Pro, Follow me. [To Fero.) 

Speak not you for him ; he*0 a traitor.^-^^ome. 
I'll manacle thy neck and feet together : 
Sea-w.it'T shalt thou drink, thy food shall be 
The fresh-brook muscles, wither'd roots, and huskf 
Wherein the acorn cradled : Follow. 

Fer, No ; 
I will resist such entertainment, tiB 
Hine enemy has more power. [He cfrovi* 

Mira, O, dear father. 
Make not too rash a trial of him| for 
He's gentle, and not fearful. 

Pro, What, 1 say, 
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Mt foot my tntor !— -i— Put thy sword op, fraitor ; 
Who mak'st a shew, but dar*st not strike, thy contcieoct 
Is 80 possessed with guilt : come from thy ward ; 
For I can here disarm thee with this stick. 
And make thy weapon drop. 

Mira. 'Beseech you, father ! 

Pro, Hence ; hang not on my garments. 

Mira. Sir, faiaye pity ; 
V\\ be his surety. 

Pro. Silence : one word more 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. Whit I 
An advocate for an impostor ? hush ! 
Thou think'st, there are no more such shapes as he» 
Having seen but him and Caliban : Foolish wench i 
To the most of men this is a Caliban, 
And they to him are angels. - 

Mira. Mya£fections 
Are then most humble ; I have no aoibitioB 
To see a goodlier man. 

Pro. Come on ; obey : £T« FsU* 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 
And have no vigour in them. 

Fer, So they are : 
My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
My father's loss, the weakness which I feel. 
The wreck of all my friends, or this man's threats. 
To whom I am subdued, are but light to me. 
Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all comers else o' th' earth 
Let liberty make use of; space enouf^ 
Have I in such a prison. 

Pro. It works ; ■ ■ C ome on.— -^ 
Thou hast done well, fine Ariel !— ^-Follow me.-* 

[To Fkkd. and MnL 
Bark, what thou else shalt do me. [To Arisl« 

Mira. Be of comfort ; 
Mv father's of a better nature, sir, 
Than he appears Inr speech ; this is unwonted, 
Which now came from him. 

Pro. Thou shalt be as free 
As mountain winds : but then eiactly do 
All points of my command. 

Art. To th' syllable. 

Pro. Come, follow : Speak not ibr him. [fvemit 
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ACT 11. 

8CENE I, Anoiher part of ike bland. Enter Aloitso, 
Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo, Adrian, Francisco^ 
and others, 

Gonzalo, 
^BESEECH yoa, sir, be merry : you have cause 

(So have we all) of joy ; for our escape 
s macb beyond our loss : Our hint of woe 
Is common ; every day, some sailor^s wife. 
The masters of tome merchant, and the merchant.* 
Have just our theme of woe : but for the miracle, 
I mean our preservation, few in millions 
Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 

Alon. Pr'ytbee, peace. 

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 

Ant, The visitor will not give him o'er so. 

Seb, Look, he's winding up the watch of his wit ; by 
and by it will strike, 

Gon, Sir, 

Seb, One : Tell. 

Gon, When every grief is entertain'd, that's offer'd^ 
Comes to the entertaiper — 

Seb, A dollar, 

Gon. Dolour, comes to him, indeed ; you have spoken 
truer than you purposed. 

Seb, You have taken it wiselier than I meant yoa 
should. 

Gon, Therefore, my lord, 

Ant. Fye, what a spendthrift is he of his tongue ! 

AUm. 1 pr'ytbee, spare. 

Gon. Well, I have done : But yet 

Seb. He will be talking. 

Ant. Which of them, he, or Adrian, for a good wager, 
'first begins to crow ? 

Seb. The old cock. 

Ant. The cockerel. 

Seb. Done : The wager f 

Ant. A laughter. 

Stb* Amatcb« 
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Adr. Though this island seem to be desert,—- 

Seb. Ha, ha, ha! 

JInt, So, you've pay'd. 

Mr. Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible,—* 

Seb. Yet,— 

Adr. Vet,— 

Ant. He could not miss it. 

Adr. It must needs be of subtle, tender, and delicatt 
temperance. 

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 

iSe6. Ay, and a subtle ; as he roost learnedly delivered. 

Adr. The air breathes upon us here most sweetly. 

Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 

Ant. Or, as 'twere perfumed by a fen. 

Oon. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 

Ant. True ; save means to live. 

Seb. Of that there's none, or little. 

Gon. How lush and lusty the grass looks ! how green 1 

Atit. The grpund, indeed, is tawny. 

Seb. With aq eye of green in'U 

Ant. He misses not much. 

Seb. No ; he doth but mistake the truth totally. 

Gon. But the rarity of it is (which is indeed almott be- 
yond credit) — 

Seb. As many vouch'd rarities are. 

Gon. That our garments, being, as they were, drenched 
in the sea, hold, notwithstanding, their freshness and g^oss- 
es ; being rather new dy'd, than stain'd with salt water. 

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speak, would it not 
gay, he lies ? 

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report 

Gon. Me thinks, our garments are now as fresh as when 
we put them on first in Afric, at the marriage of the 
king's fair daughter, Claribel, to the king of Tunis. 

Seb. 'Twas a sweet marriage, and we prosper well io 
our return. 

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such a para- 
gon to their queen. 

Gon. Not since widow Dido's time. 

Ant. Widow ? a pox o' that ! How came that widow 
in ? Widow Dido ! 

Seb. What if he had said, widower MaedA too ? good 
lord, how you take it ! 
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Adr, Widow Dido, said jrou ? yon make me study of 
that : She was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage. 

Adr. Carthage? 

Gem. 1 assure you, Carthage. 

Ant. His word is more than the miraculous harp.* 

Seb, He hath raisM the wall, and houses too. 

AfU. What impossible matter will he make easy next ? 

Seb. I think he will carry this island home in his ^lock- 
et, and give it hit* son for an apple. 

Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, bring 
forth more islands. 

Gon. Ay? 

Ant. Why, in good time. 

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garment? seem 
DOW as fresh, as when we were at Tunis at the marriage 
of your daughter, who is now queen. 

Ant. And the rarest that e*er came there. 

Seb. ^Bate, 1 beseech you, widow Dido. 

Ant. O, widow Dido ; ay, widow Dido. 

Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first day I 
wore it ? I mean, in a sort. 

Ant. That sort was well fished for. 

Gon. When I wore it at your daughter's inarriafi:e ? 

Alon. You cram these words into mine ears, against 
The stomach of my sense : 'Would 1 Irad never 
Married my daughter there ! for, coming thence, 
My son is lost ; and, in my rate, she too, 
Who is so far from Italy removed, 
I ne'er again shall see her. O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish 
Hath made his meal on thee \ 

Fran. Sir, he may live ; 
I saw him beat the surges under him. 
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water, 
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met him : his bold head 
'Boye the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 
To th' shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis bow'd, 
As stooping to relieve him : I not doubt, 
He came adive to land. 

Alon. No, no, he's gone. 

[1] AUudios to Um wooden of AmpUoo*! music. ST££ V£N & 
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Seh, Sir, you may thank yourself for this great loss ; 
That would not bless our Europe with your daughter. 
But rather lose her to an African ; 
Where she, at least, is banished from your eye. 
Who hath cause to wet the g^ef on'L 

Mon. Pr'ytliee, peace. 

Seb. You were kneelM to, and iinp6rtim'd otherwise 
By all of us ; and the fair soul herself 
Weigfh^d, between lothness and obedience, at 
Which end o* th' beamsheM bow. We have lost your soo^ 
I fear, for ever : MUanr and Naples have 
More widows in them of this business* making. 
Than we bring men to comfort them : the &uU't 
Your own. 

Alon, So is the dearest of the loss. 

Gon, My lord Sebastian, 
The truth you speak doth lack some gentleoeit^ 
And time to speak it in : you rub the 8ore» 
When you should hring the plaster. 

Seb, Very well. 

Ant, And most chirurgeonly. 

Gon, It is foul weather in us all, good ar» 
When you are cloudy. 

Seb, Foul weather ? 

Ant. Very foul. 

Gon, Had I plantation of this isle, my lordr^ 

Am, HeM sow it with nettle-seed. 

Seb, Or docks, or mallows. 

Gon. And were the king of it. What would I do f 

Seb, 'Scape being drunk, for want of wine. 

Gon. r th' commonwealth I would by coDtrarioi 
Execute all things : for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit ; no name of magistrate ; 
Letters should not be known ; no use of senico* 
Of riches or of poverty ; no contracts, 
Successions ; bound of land, tilth, vineyard, dom : 
No use of metal, com, or wine, or oil : 
No occupation ; all men idle, all ; 
And women too ; but innocent and pure : 
^0 sovereig^nty : — 

Seb. And yet he would be king on*t* 



[SI All thh diilocue n t Tmc ntir« oo Uie UlopiiD trintliHi tt wiTBrnBlBt •■# 
Mm uspnciiGtUc, Ibcoisiileiit w^muBit tkmia nseWMBds^ ffAMM. 
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Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth for^ts the 
beginning 

Gon, AH things in common natnre shonld prodoce 
Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony, 
Sword, pike, kni(J3, gun, or need of any engine. 
Would 1 not have ; hut nature should bring forth. 
Of its own kind, all fbizon,' all abundance. 
To feed my innocent people. 

Seb, No marrying 'mong his subjects ? 

Ant. None, man ; all idle ; whores, and knayes. 

Gon, I would with such perfection govern, sir. 
To excel the golden age. 

Seb, 'Save his majesty ! 

AtU, Long live Gonzalo ! 

Gon. And, do you mark me, sir?— - 

Alon. Pr'ythee, no more : thou dost talk nothing to me. 

Gon, I do well believe your highness ; and did it to 
minister occasion to these gentlemen, who are of such 
sensible and nimble lungs, that they always use to laugh at 
nothing. 

Ant. 'Twas you we laughM at. 

Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling, am nothing to 
you : so you may continue, and laugh at nothing still. 

Ant. What a blow was there given ! 

Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long. 

Gon. You are gentlemen of brave mettle ; you would 
iifl the moon out of her sphere, if she would continue in it 
five weeks without changing. 

Enter Ariel invisible^ playing solemn mune. 

Seb. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling. 

Ant. Nay, good my lord, be not angry. 

Gon. No, 1 warrant you ; I wiU not adventure my cRs- 
cretion so weakly. Will you laug^ me asleep, for I am 
very heavy ? 

Ant. Go sleep, and hear us. 

[All sleep but Aloh. Seb. and Ant. 

Alon. What, all so soon asleep ! I wish mine eyes 
Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts : 1 find. 
They are inclined to do so. 

iSe6. Please you, sir. 
Do not oinit the heavy offer of it : 
It soldom visits sorrow ; when it doth, 

. —^ roiiBOO-plefltr. SDWARDS. 
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It 18 a comforter. 

Jlnt. Wc two, my lord. 
Will irnan] your person, while you take your rest, 
Aii«i \vutch ^ on r safety. 

Jilon, 1 hank you : Wond'rous heavy v— 

[ALorr so ileepi. Elxit A&nc 

Seb, What a strangle drowsiness possesses them ? 

Ant. it is th' quality o' th* climate. 

Seb, Why 
Doth it not then our eye -lids sink ? I find not 
Myself disposed to sleep. 

Jni NorJ ; my spirits are nimhle. 
They IMI together all, as by consent ; 
They dropped, as by a thunder-stroke. What might, 
W ortliy Sebastian ! — O, what might ? — No more : — 
And yet, methinks, I see it in thy face, 
What tlioM should'st be : th* occasion speaks thee ; and 
B]y !4trou&r imasfination sees a crown 
Droppings upon thy*head. 

Seb. \Vliat, art thou waking ? 

Ant. Do you not hear me speak ? 

Seb. 1 do ; and, surely. 
It is a sleepy language ; and thou speak'st 
Out of thy sleep : What is it thou didst say? 
This is a strange repose, to he asleep 
With eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moTing, 
And yet so fast asleep. 

Ant, Noble Sebastian, 
Thou let'st thy fortune sleep--die rather ; wink'st 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou dost snore distinctly ; 
There's meaning in thy snores. 

Ant, 1 am more serious than my custom : yoQ 
Must he so too, if heed me ; which to do. 
Trebles thee o'er. 

Seb. Well ; I am standing water. 

Ant. ril teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Do so : to ebb. 
Hereditary sloth instructs me. 

Ant. O,* 
If you but knew, how you the purpose chensh. 
Whiles thus you mock it ! how, in stripping it» 
You more invest it ! Ebbing men, indeed. 
Most often do so near the bottom run^ 
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By their own fear, or sloth. 

Seb. Pr'ythee, say on i 
The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim 
A matter from thee ; and a birth, indeed, 
Which throes thee much to yield. 

ArU. Thus, sir : 
Although this lord of weak remembrance, this 
(Who shall be of as little memory, 
When he is earth'd,) hath here almost persuaded 
(For he's a spirit of persuasion only,) 
The king, his son's alive ; 'tis as impossible 
That he's undrown'd, as he that sleeps here, swims. 

Seb. I have no hope 
That he's undrown'd. 

Ant, O, out of that no hope. 
What great hope have you I no hope, that way, is 
Another way so high an hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond. 
But doubts discovery there. Will you grant, with me. 
That Ferdinand is drown'd ? 

Seb. He's gone. 

Ant. Then, tell me. 
Who's the next heir of Naples ? 

Seb. Claribel. 

Ant. She that is queen of Tunis ; she that dwells 
Ten leagues beyond man's life ; she that from Naplea 
Can have no note, unless the sun were post, 

J The man i' th' moon's too slow,) till new-bom chins 
(e rough and razorablc : she, from whom 
We were all sea-swallow'd, though some cast again ; 
And,. by that, dcstin'd to perform an act,^ 
Whereof what's past is prologue ; what to come, 
In yours and my discharge. 

Seb. What stuff is this ?— How say you ? 
'Tis true, my brother's daughter's queen of Tunis ; 
So is she heir of Naples ; 'twixt which regions 
There is some space. 

Ant. A space whose every cubit 
Seems to cry out. How shall that Claribel 
Measure us back to Naples ? — Keep in Tunis, 
And let Sebastian wake ! — Say, this were death 
That now hath seiz'd them ; why, they were no worse 

[i\ Uita coiimoDpln of nirke^cn to call ttoBi'tatioD destiny. JOHNP. 
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Than now they are : There he, that can nle Napkt, 

As well as he that sleeps ; lords, that can prat« 

As amply, and unnecessarily. 

As this Gonzalo ; I myself could make 

A chough of as deep chat/ O, that yon bor» 

The mind that I do ! what a sleep were this 

For your advancement ! Do yon underttaad me I 

Seb, Methinks, I do. 

AfU, And how does your content 
Tender your own g^od fortune ? 

Seb, 1 remember. 
You did supplant your brother Prospero* 

Ant, True : 
And, look, how well iny garments sit upon me ; 
llach feater than before : My brother's serraDtS 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 

Seb. But, for your conscience— 

Ant, Ay, sir ; where lies that ? If it were a kjbe, 
'Twould put me to my slipper ; But I feel not 
This deity in my bosom : twenty consciences. 
That stand 'twixt me and Milan, candied be ther* 
And melt, ere they molest ! Here lies yonr brollier# 
No better than the earth he lies upon, 
If he were that which now he's like ; whom I, * 
With this obedient steql, three inches of it, 
Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you, doing that. 
To the perpetual wink for aye might put 
This ancient morsel, this sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our cburse. For all the rett» 
They'll take suggestion, as a cat laps milk ; 
They'll tell the clock to any business that 
We say befits the hour. 

Seb, Thy case, dear friend. 
Shall be my precedent ; as thou got'st Milan, 
I'll come by Naples. Draw thy sword : one stroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay'ft ; 
And I the king shall love thee. 

Ant. Draw together : 
And when I rear my hand, do you the like. 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb. O, but one word. [7^ e<mum §paH* 

■II ■ »■ I I II I ■ — .— .Mfc 

(5] a enough 111 Wrd or tbe Jtck^diw kiH. 8TSETE5ff. 
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Munc. Rt'enter Ariel, inmnble, 
Art. My master through his art foresees the danger 
That these, his friends, are in ; and sends me forth, 
(For else his project dies,) to keep them living. 

[Singi in Gonzalo^i can 

While you here do snoring lity 
Open^eifd conspiracy 

Hit time doth take : 
If of life you keep a care^ 
Shcuce of slumber y and beware : 

Awake ! Awake ! 

Ant. Then let ns both be sudden. 

Gon. Now, good angels, preserve the king ! 

[7^ wake* 

Alon. Why, how now, ho ! awake ! Why are you drawn ? 
Wherefore this ghastly looking ? 

Gon. What's the matter ? 

Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your repose. 
Even now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing 
Like bulls, or rather lions ; did it not wake you ? 
It struck mine ear most terribly. 

Alon. 1 heard nothing. 

Ant. O, 'twas a din to fright a monster's ear : 
To make an earthquake ! sure it was the roar 
Df a whole herd of lions. 

Mon. Heard you this, Gonzalo ? 

Gon. Upon mine honour, sir, 1 heard a humming, 
And that a strange one too, which did awake me : 
I shak'd you, sir, and cry'd ; as mine eyes open'd, 
) saw their weapons drawn : — ^there was a noise* 
That's verity : 'Best stand upon our guard ; 
Or that we quit this place : let's draw our weapons. 

Alon. Lead off this ground ; and let's make further 
search 
For my poor son. 

, Gon. Heavens keep him from these beasts I 
For he is, sure, i' th' island. 

Alon» Lead away. 

Art. Prospero my lord shall know what I have 
done : [Aside. 

Boj king, go safely on to seek thy son* [Exetrnt, 

10 Vol. L G 
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SCENE II. 

Another part of the bland. Enter Calibait, widt a iurdeH 
of wood. A noise of thunder heard. 

Col. All the infections that the sun sacks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and make him 
Bj inch-meal a disease ! His spirits hear me, 
And yet I needs must curse. But they'll nor pinch. 
Fright me with urchin shows, pitch me i* th* mire. 
Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid them ; but 
For every trifle are they set upon me : 
Sometime like apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
And afler, bite me ; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fall ; sometime am 1 
All wound with adders,^ who, with cloven tongaes. 
Do hiss me into madness : — Lo ! now ! lo ! 

Enter Trinculo. 
Here comes a spirit of his ; and to torment me. 
For bringing wood in slowly : Til fall fiat ; 
Perchance, he will not mind me. 

Trin, Here's neither bush nor shrub, to bear off any 
weather at all, and another storm brewing ; I hear it iing 
i' th' wind : yond' same black cloud, yond' huge onet 
looks like a foul bombard that would shed his liquoc* 
If it should thunder, as it did before, I know not wbefe 
to hide my head : yond' same cloud cannot choose biit 
fall by pailfuls. — What have we here ? a man or a fish ? 
Dead or alive ? A fish : he smells like a fish ; a reiy 
ancient and fish-like smell ; a kind of, not of the new- 
est, Poor-John. A strange fish ! Were I in England 
now, (as once I was,) and had but this fish painted, not 
a holiday-fool there but would give a piece of silyer : 
there would this monster make a man ; any strange 
beast there makes a man: when they will not give a 
doit to relieve a lame beggar, they will lay out ten t^ 
see a dead Indian. LeggM like a mdn ! and his fint 
like arms ! Warm, o' my troth ! I do now let loose mf 
opinion, hold it no longer ; this is no fish, but an islander, 
that hath lately suffered by a thunder-bolt. [T%underJ\ 
Alas ! the storm is come again : my best way is to creep 

!•] ipwnpped bj adden, wound or twiited tbout m^ JOHNSQli 
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onder hit ^beHine ; there is no other shelter hereabout : 
Misery acquaints a man with strange bedfellows. 1 will 
here shroud, till the dreg^s of the storm be {>ast. 

Elnter STEPBAifo, tinging ; a bottle in hit hand, 

Ste. / ikaU no more to tea, to tea^ 
Here tkall I die a-thore ; — 

This is a very scunry tune to sing at a man's funeral : 
Well, here^s my comfort. [Drifikt, 

The matter, ike twabber, the boattwain and /, 

Tlie gunner, and hit mate, 
Lov^d MaU^ Meg, and Marian, and Margery^ 

But none of ut car^d for Kate : 

For the had a tongue ivith a tang. 

Would cry to a tailor. Go, hang : 
She lov^d not the tavour of tar nor of pitch. 
Yet a tailor might tcratch her wherever the did itch ; 

Then to tea, boyt, and let her go hang* 

This is a scurvy tune too : But here's my comfort. 

[Drinb. 

Cat. Do not torment me : ! 

Ste. What's the matter? Have we devils here ? Do 
Tou put tricks upon us with savages, and men of Inde ? 
Ha ! 1 have not 'scap'd drowning, to be afeard now of 
your four legs ; for it hath been said. As proper a man 
as ever went on four legs, cannot make him g^ve 
ground : and it shall be said so again, while Stephano 
breathes at nostrils. 

Cat, The spirit torments me : O ! 

Ste. This is some monster of the isle, with four legs ; 
who hath got, as 1 take it, an ague : Where the devil 
should he learn our language ? 1 will give him some re- 
lief, if it be but for that : If I can recover him, and keep 
liim tame, and g^t to Naples with him, he's a present for 
any emperor that ever trod on neat's-leather. 

Cat. Do not torment me, pr'ythee ; 
rn briAg my wood home fiuter. 

Ste. He's in his fit now ; and does not talk after the 
wisest. He shall taste of my bottle : if he have never 
drunk wine afore, it will go near to remove his fit : if 
I can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take 
too much for him : he shall pay (or him that hath him^ 
end that soundly. 
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Cat. Thou do6t me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt 
Anon, I know it by thy trembling : 
' Now Prosper work* upon thee. 

St€. Come on your ways ; open your month : here it 
that wliich will give language to you, cat ; open your 
mouth : this will shake your shaking, I can tell you, 
and that soundly : you cannot tell who's your friend 9 
open your chap8 again. 

Trin, I should Imow that voice : It should be — But ht 
is drowned ; and these are devils : O ! defend me ! — 

Ste, Four legs, and two voices ; a most delicate mon- 
ster ! His forward voice now is to speak well of his 
friend ; his backward voice is to utter foul speeches, 
and to detract. If all the wine in my bottle will reco- 
ver him, I will help his ague : Come, Amen ! I will 

pour some in thy other mouth. 

Trin. Stephano ! — 

Ste, Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy ! inercy ! 
This is a devil, and no monster : I will leave him ; I 
have no long spoon .^ 

Trin, Stephano ! — ^if thou beest Stephano, touch me, 
tnd speak to me ; for 1 am Trinculo ; — ^be not afeard^* 
thy good friend Trinculo. 

Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come ferth ; TU pall tbet 
by the lesser legs: if any be Trinculo*8 legs, tneae are 
they. Thou art very Trinculo, indeed : How earnest 
thou to be the siege of this moon -calf ? Can he veot 
Trinculos ? 

Trin. I took him to be killed with a thnnder-ttroke :— 
But art thou not drowned, Stephano ? I hope now, tboa 
art not drowned. Is the storm overblown ? I hid me 
under the dead moon-calf's gaberdine,* for fear of tht 
storm : And art thou living, Stephano ? O Stephano, two 
Neapolitans' scap'd ! 

Ste. Pr'ythee, do not turn me about ; my atoonch it 
not constant. 

Cal. These be fine things, an if they be not tpritei. 
That's a brave god, and bears celestial Uquor : 
I will kneel to him. * 

Ste. How didst thou Vapc ? How caro'st thoo hither f 
swear by this bottle, how thou cam'st hither. 1 escaped 

(71 AUiiiiiiRto the proverb, *• A Ums j;ioon to eat ^ Ith the devil." STEEV. 
4] A mnan-ralf i* an ii)animate khai>elc*9 ma^v, luppoacd by Flinr to ba 
dered of wcmu ooly. See hu l^atunl UUtory, B. X. cb. 64. STfiKV. 
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Upon a batt of sack, which the sailors heayed orer-board, 
by this bottle ! which I made of the bark of a tree, witJi 
mine own hands, since I was cast a-shore. 

CaL ril swear, upon that bottle, to be thy t^ 

True subject ; fi)r the hqnor is not earthly. ^ 

iSre. Hero ; swear then how thou cscap'dst. 

Trin, Swam a-shore, man, Ukc a duck ; I can sirim 
like a duck, Fll be sworn. 

Ste. Here, kiss the book : Though thou canst swim like 
a duck, thou art made like a goose'. 

Trin. O Stephano, hast any more of this ? 

Ste. The whole butt, man ; my cellar is in a rock by 
the sea-side, where my wine is hid. How now, moon- 
calf? how does thine ague ? 

CaL Hast thou not dropped from heaven ? 

Ste, Out o* the moon, I do assure thee : 1 was the man 
in the moon, wlien time was. 

CcU. i have seen thee in her, and I do adore thee ; 
My mistress shewed me thee, thy dog^ and bush. 

Ste. Come, swear to that ; kiss the book : 1 will furnish 
it anon with new contents : swear. 

Trin. By this good light, this is a very shallow mon- 
iter : — I afeard of him ? — a very weak monster : — The 
man i' the moon ? — a most poor credulous monster ;— - 
Well drawn, monster, in good sooth. 

CaL ril shew thee every fertile inch o' th' island ; 
And kiss thy foot : I pr*ythee, be my god. 

Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and drunken 
monster ; when his god^s asleep, he'll rob his bottle. 

Col. I'll kiss thy foot : Til swear myself thy subject* 

Ste. Come on then ; down, and swear. 

Trin. I shall laugh myself to death at this puppy* 
headed monster : A most scurvy monster ! I could find in 
my heart to beat him,— 

Ste. Come, kiss. 

Trin but that the poor monster's in drink : Aa 

abominable monster ! 

Col. ril shew thee the best springs ; PU jduck the« 
berries ; 
I'll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough* 
A plague upon the tyrant that 1 serve ! 
I'll bear him no more stickSi but follow th«e, 
Tbou wond'rous man. 
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TWfi. A most ridicalous monster ; to make m wonder of 
a poor drunkard. 

Col, I pr*ythee, let me bring thee where crabs grow \ 
And 1 with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ; 
Shew thee a jaj's nest, and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble marmozet ; Til bring thee 
To clustering filberds, and sometimes Til get thee 
Young sea-mells from the rock : Wilt thou go with me ? 

Sre. 1 pr'ythee now, lead the way, without any more 
talking. — Trinculo, the king and all our company eke be- 
ing drowned, we will inherit here. — Here ; bear my bot- 
tle. Fellow Trinculo, we'll fill him by and by again. 

Cal. Farewell^ master ; farewell^ farewell, 

[Sings dnmkenly, 

Trin, A howling monster ; a drunken mcmster. 

Cal. Ab more dams PU make for fish ; 
Nor fetch in firings 
At requiring, 
Abr scrape trenchming, nor wash di^ ; 
'Ban 'Ban, G»— Gi/i6an, 
Has a new mcuter^—Get a new man. 

Freedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom ! freedom, bey- 
day, freedom! 
Ste, O brave monster ! lead the way. [ExtdH, 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Before Prospero's Cell, Enter FsRDiirAKD, 

bearing a log, 

Ferdinand. 
THERE be cpome sports are painful ; but their labour 
Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone ; and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task would be 
As heavy to me, as *tis odious ; but 
The mistress, which I serve, quickens what's dead. 
And makes my labours pleasures : O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed ; 
And he's composed of harshness. 1 must remove 
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 
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Upon a sore iDJanction : My sweet mistress 

Weeps when she sees me work ; and says, sach baseness 

Had ne'er like executor. 1 forget : 

But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours ; 

Host busiless, when 1 do it. 

Enter Miranda ; and Prospero at a diitance, 

Mira, Alas, now ! pray you, 
Work not so hard : I would, the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin'd to pile ! 
Pray, set it down, and rest you : when this bums» 
'Twill weep for having wearied you : My father 
Is hard at study ; pray now, rest yourself ; 
He's safe for these three hours. 

Ftr, O most dear mistress. 
The sun will set, before I shall discharge 
What 1 must strive to do. 

Mira. If you'll sit down, 
ril bear your logs the while : Pray, give me that \ 
rU carry it to the pile. 

Fer, No, precious creature : 
I had rather crack my sinews, break my back. 
Than you should such dishonour undergo, • 

While 1 sit lazy by. 

Mira, It would become me 

■ 

As well as it docs you : and I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good will is to it. 
And yours against. 

Pro. Poor worm ! thou art infected ; 
This visitation shews it. 

Mira. You look wearily. 

Fer. No, noble mistress ; 'tis fresh morning with me. 
When you are by at niglit. I do beseech you, 
(Chiefly, that 1 might set it in my prayers,) 
What is your name ? 

Mira. Miranda : — O my father, 
I have broke your best to say so ! 

Ftr. Admir'd Miranda 
Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady 
I have ey'd with best regard ; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too dili«yent ear : for several virtues 
Ilave 1 lik'd several women ; never any 
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With so fbll soul, bat some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest g^ce she ow*dy 
And put it to the foil : But you, O you. 
So perfect, and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's best. 

Mira, I do not know 
One of my sex ; no woman's face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen 
More that I may call men, tlian you, good friend. 
And my dear father : how features are abroad, 
I am skilless of; but, by my modesty, 
f The jewel in my dower,^ I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you ; 
Nor can imagination form a shape. 
Besides yourself, to like of: But I prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father's precepts 
Therein forget. 

Fer, I am, in my condition, 
A prince, Miranda \ I do tliink, a king ; 
(1 would, not so !) and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery, than I would suffer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. — Hear my soul speak ;-• 
The very*instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service ; there resides. 
To make me slave to it ; and for your sake. 
Am i this patient log-man. 

Mira, Do you love me ? 

Fer. O heavent O earth, bear witness to this sound) 
And crown what I profpss with kind event. 
If I speak true ; if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me, to mischief! I, 
Be V ond all limit of what else i^ th* world, 
Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mira, I am a fool. 
To weep at what 1 am glad of.* 

Pro, Fair encounter 
Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between them ! 

[1] Thii if ooe of tboM touehet of otture tint distUiguiib Sbakeapev* firom «D . 
other writert. It wu necemtry, io rapport of the chartcter of Mirmoda, to n^ 
her appear uocoiMcioue that excean of sorrow aod ezeon of joy Sod alikt tkoir ra- 
liet rmm team ; and as tbia ia the Arat time that ctmauminate pleasure had onde ■» 
near approacbea to her boart, ibe calb lucbMMUoc coBtrtdictorj eaprMriOBor 
lt./««jr. STE£V£^S. . , . 
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Fer. Wherefore weep you ? 

Mira, At mine iinworthiness, that dare not offer 
What I desire to give ; and much le^s take. 
What I shall die to want : But this is trifling ; 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself, 
Tlie bi^g^r bulk it shews. Hence, bashful canning ! 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! 
I am your wife, if you will marry me ; 
If not* ril die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me ; but Til be your servant. 
Whether you will or no. 

/>r. My mistress, dearest, 
And ( thus humble ever. 

Mira. My husband then ? 

Fer, Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e'er of freedom : here's my hand. 

Mira. And mine, with my heart in't : And now &rc- 
well. 
Till half an hour hence. 

Fer, A thousand ! thousand !* [Exe. Fer. and Mira, 

Pro, So glad of this as they, I cannot be. 
Who are surprisM with all : but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. I'll to my book ; 
For yet, ere supper-time, must 1 perform 
Much businesi appertaining. [^^'^ 



SCENE II. 

Another part of the Island. Enter Stephako and Trin- 
cuLo ; Caliban follo'xing Ttith a bottle, 

Sie, Tell not me ; — when the butt is out, we will drink 
water ; not a drop before : therefore bear up, and board 
'em : Servant-monster, drink to me. 

Trin. Servant-monster ? the folly of this island ! They 
say, there's but five ui)on this isle : we arc three of them ; 
if the other two be brain'd like us, the state totters. 

[a] It is impertinent to be for eTerpolntine out betutiea, which the reaifmrof 
taite will of coune di^infuish for himself; and yet I eanqof quit thii tcene without 
ttbiervinf that H is superior in its kind to any of those that pass between Romeo 
lod Juliet ; and holds up the most captiTatinj; picture of jurenile alTection that has 
been exhibited, even by Shakespeare himself. The prince behaves through the 
whole with a delicacy suitable to his birth and education : ajKJ his inexperienced 
Bl«treM poum forth her soul without reserre* without descendlni: from the soft ele- 
'▼ation <>i maiden dipiity, and apparently derivet her c<mfideDce from the purity of 
ber intentions. STEEVENS. 

Vol. I. G 2 
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Ste. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee ; thy 
ejes are almost set in thj head. 

Trin. Where should they be set else ? he were m 
brare monster indeed, if they were set in his tail. 

Ste, My man-monster hath drowned his tong^ie in sack: 
for my part, the sea cannot drown me : 1 swam, ere I 
could recover the shore, five-and-thirty leagues, off and 
on, by this light. — Thou shalt be my lieutenant, monster^ 
or my standard. 

Trtn. Your lieutenant, if you list ; he*8 no standard. 

Ste. We'll not run, monsieur monster. 

Trin, Nor go neither : but you'll lie, like dogs ; and 
yet say nothing neither. 

Ste, Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou beest a 
good moon-calf. 

Cat, How does thy honour ? Let me lick thy shoe : PU 
Dot serve him, he is not valiant. 

Trin, Thou liest, most ignorant monster ; I am in case 
to justle a constable : Why, thou deboshed fish thou, was 
there ever man a coward, that hath drunk so much sack 
as 1 to-day ? Wilt thou tell a monstrous lie, being but half 
a fish, and half a monster ? 

Cat. Lo, how he mocks me ! wilt thou let him, my 
lord? 

Trin, Lord, quoth he ! — ^that a monster should be such 
a natural ! 

Cal. Lo, lo, again ! bite him to death, I pr'ythee. 

Ste, Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head ; if 
you prove a mutineer, the next tree — The poor mon- 
ster's my subject, and he shall not suffer indignity. 

Cal, 1 thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleased 
To hearken once ag^ain the suit I made thee ^ 

Ste, Marry will I : kneel and repeat it ; I will ttandu 
and so shall Trinculo. 

Enter Ariel, invisible, 

Cal, As I told thee 
Before, 1 am subject to a tyrant ; 
A sorcerer, that hy his cunning hath 
Cheated me of this island. 

Art, Thou liest. 

Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou ; 
I would, my valiant master would destroy thee : 
I do not lie. 
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&€. TriKrio, if jMtnmb4p mb anr awe ii Iw tiSe. 
bj this hand, I will wppfaoc 

Trim. Whj, 1 iaid BodMif . 

Su. Mob tlieB, and bo aore. — [T* C 

Proceed. 

Cal. 1 §^j^ br forceiT he got thk i^ : 
From me be got it. If thj greatnesi wiB 
ReTenge it oo him — lor, 1 know, tbo« dw*st ; 
Bat this thing dare not. 

Ste. That's most certain. 

Cal. Thoa shah be lord of it, and lH serme tbee. 

Sie, How now shall this be compoaeed f Can^t thon 
bring me to the party ? 

Co/. Yea, jea, mj lord ; FU yield him thee asleep. 
Where thoa may^st knock a nail into his he^. 

Art. Thou liest, thou canst not. 

Cal, What a pied ninny's this ? Thoa scarry patch ! — 
I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows. 
And take his bottle from him : when that's gone. 
He shall drink nought bat brine ; for TU not shew him 
WhPa'e the quick freshes are. 

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger : interrupt the 
monster one word farther, and, by this hand, TU turn mj 
mercy out of doors, and make a stock-fish of thee. 

Trtn. Why, what did 1 ? I did nothing ; TU go further oft 

Sie, Didst thou not say, he lied ? 

Ari, Thou best. 

Su. Do I so ? Take thou that [Strikes htm. 

As you like this, give me the lie another time. 

Trin. I did not give the lie : — Out o' your wits, and 
hearing too ? — A pox o' your bottle 1 this can sack, and 
drinking do. — A murrain on your monster, and the devil 
take your fingers ! 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Ste. Now, forward with your tale. Pr'ythee, stand 
farther off. 

Cal. Beat him enough : after a little time, 

ru beat him too. 

Ste. Stand further. — Come, proceed. 

Cal. Why, as I told thee, 'tis a custom with him 
r th' aflemoon to sleep : there thou may'st bram him. 
Having first seiz'd his books ; or with a log 
Batter his scull, or paunch him with a stake, 
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Or cat hit frecand with thy knife : Reneniher, 

First to possess his hooks ; for without them 

He's but a sot, as I am, nor hath not 

Okie spirit to command : They all do hate him. 

As rootedly as I : Burn but his books ; 

He has brave utensils, (for so he calb them,) 

Which, when he has a house, he'll deck withal* 

And that most deeply to consider, is 

The beauty of his daughter ; he himself 

Calls her a non-parcil : I ne'er saw woman. 

But only Sycorax my dam, and she ; 

9ut she as far surpasseth Sycorax, 

As greatest does least. 

Ste. Is it so brave a lass ? 

Cal. Ay, lord ; she will become thy bed, I wamnt. 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 

Ste, Monster, I will kill this man : his daughter and 
I will be king and queen ; (save our graces!) and Tnn* 
cnlo and thyself shall be viceroys : — Dost thou like th* 
plot, Trinculo ? 

TVtn. Excellent. 

Ste. Give me thy hand ; I am sorry I beat thee : b«t, 
while thou livest, keep a good tongue in thy head* 

CaL Within this half hour will he be asleep ; 
Wilt thou destroy him then ? 

Ste. Ay, on mine honour. 

Ari, This will 1 tell my master. 

Cal, Thou mak'st me merry : I am full of pleanirtt ; 
l^et ns be jocund : Will you troll the catch 
Tou taught me but while-ere ? 

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason, any ran* 
ton : Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. [^m^'* 

Flout 'em, and skout 'em; awi skaut 'em, andJUmtt ^em; 

Thought 18 free. 

Cal. That's not the tune. 

[Am£l plays the tunepn <t tabor and pipt^ 

Ste, What is this same ? 

Trin, This is the tune of oar catch, played by the jhc- 
ture of No-body. 

Ste, If thou beest a man, shew thyself in thy likeness : 
if thou beest a devil, take't as thou hst 

Trin. O, forgive me my sins ! 

Ste. He that dies, pays all debts : I defy thee :^*> 
Mercy upon us ! 



JICY in* TSHTCST. tffi 

Cat. Ar^thouafeard? 

Sle, No, monster, not I. 

Cat. Be not afeard ; the isle is full of noises. 
Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and hart not 
Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 
Will hum about mine ears ; and sometimes voices. 
That, if I then had wak'd afler long sleep. 
Will make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming. 
The clouds, methought, would open, and shew riches 
Ready to drop upon me ; that, when I wak'd, 
I cry'd to dream again. 

Ste. This wiU prove a brave kingdom to me, where I 
shall have my music for nothing. 

Cat. When Prospero is destroyed. 

Ste, That shall be by and by : I remember the storj. 

Trin. The sound is going away : let's follow it, and af- 
ter, do our work. 

Sie. Lead, monster ; we'll follow. — I would I could see 
this taborer : he lays it on. 

Trin. Wilt come ? I'll follow, Stef^iano. [ExetmL 

SCENE III. 

Another part of the Island, Enter Alonso, Sebastxav, 
ANTONIO, GoNZALO, Adrun, Francisco, and othert, 

Cron, By'r lakin, I can go no further, sir ; 
Hy old bones ache : here's a maze trod, indeed, 
Through forth-rights, and meanders ! by your patience, 
I needs must rest me. 

Alon. Old lord, 1 cannot blame thee. 
Who am myself attach'd with weariness. 
To the dulling of my spirits : sit down, and rest 
Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd. 
Whom thus we stray to find ; and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on land : Well, let him go. 

AjU. 1 am right glad that he's so out of hope. • 

[Aside to Sfit. 
Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
That you resolv'd to effect. 

Seb. The next advantage 
Will we take thoroughly. 



IBS T£MFCST. ACT III.' 

Jht Let it be to-night ; « 

For, now they are oppressed with trarel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, use sach yigilance, 
As when they are fresh. 

Seb. I say, to-night : no more. 

Solemn and strange mutic ; and Prospero a&ove, iwoinbU, 
Enter several strange Shapes, bringing in a banquet ; 
they dance about it with gentle actions of salutaium ; and^ 
inviting the king, 4^c. to eat, tkey depart. 

Alon, What harmony is this? myf^ood friends, hariE! 

Gon, Marvellout sweet music ! 

Jilon. Give us kind keepers, heavens i What were 
these ? 

Seb, A living drollery :* Now I will believe. 
That there are uniroms ; that, in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phoenix* throne ; one phottiis 
At this hour reigning there. 

Ant. V\\ believe both ; 
And what docs else want credit, come to me, 
And ril be sworn His true : Travellers ne'er did lie. 
Though fools at home condemn them. 

Gon, If in Naples 
I should report this now, would they beUeve me ? 
If I should say, I saw such islanders, 
(For, certes, these are people of the island,) 
Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note^ 
Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any. 

Pro. Honest lord. 
Thou hast said well ; for some of you there present. 
Are worse than devils. [Mdi, 

Alon, I cannot too much muse. 
Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, ezpresaing 
^Although they want the use of tongue) a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 

Pro. Praise in departing. [Aside* 

Fran. They vanished strangely. 

Seb. No matter, since 

[:\] Sbowt, caJled drMrrin^ w^en* iit 8babMpewe*t time perfonned by pupped 
ODir. FroB these our aodera drolls, exhlUtea it Mrs, kc took tteir ouae. ^ 



ACT III. TEMKST. i&9 

They have left their Tiands behind ; for we have sto- 
machs. — 
Wiirt please jou taste of what is here ? 

Alon. Not I. 

Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear : When we were boj". 
Who would beliere that there were mountaineers,* 
Dew-lapp'd like bulls, whose throats had hanging at them 
Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men. 
Whose heads stood in their breasts ?* which now we find, 
Each putter-out on &Ye for one, will bring us 
Good warrant of. 

Alon, I will stand to, and feed, 
Although my last : no matter, since I feel 
The best is past : — Brother, my lord the duke. 
Stand too, and do as we. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariel like a harpy ; clapt 
his wings upon the table, and, with a quaint atvicey the 
banquet vanishes, 

Ari, You are three men of sin, whom destiny 
(That hath to instrument this lower world. 
And what is in't,) the never-surfeited sea 
Hath caused to belch up ; and on this island 
Where man doth not inhabit ; you 'mongst men 
Being most unfit to live. I havr made you mad ; 

[^eing Alon. Seb. ifc, draw their swords. 
And even with such like valour, men hang and drown 
Their proper selves. You fools I I and my fellows ^^ 

Are ministers of fate ; the elements ' *^ 

Of whom your swords are temper'd, may as well ^ 

Wound the loud winds, or with bemock'd-at stales 
Kill the still-closing waten*, as diminish 
One dowle that's in my plume ;'^ my fellow ministers 
Are 'like invulnerable : if you could hurt, 

[4] Wlioever is curious to ksow tbe pxrtirvlan relitivc to thene mtmmtmimtrt, 
■)«y consult Mauii«ievUle'!i Tra\>h. priotriJ io 1503. ty WvDkcB 4e Worde ; but rt. 
Is yet a known truth that the inlAbKaoti of tbe Alp) have been Umi 4cetMomt6 to 
such ezeretcencea or tumoure. 

Qui$ tumidum guttur miratur U jUpihrns 1 FTEE V. 

rs] Our author might have bad thia inteUh^nre iikewiie from the fniB«1ationol' 
Pliny. B. V. chap. 8 : " The Blrmmyi. by report, have no beach, but mouth and 
eye« both io their brea'ts/* PTRRV. 

Or be misht have had it frnm Uackluyt's Voyae^. 1598: **Ou that brmrh 
which Is called Caora are a oatioo of people, whow h^ads appear not abore their 
ahonldera. They are reported to have their evt^ io their ihouldera, and th'>ir 
mouth* io the mitklle of their hrea^ MAIX)>fK. 

t«j Dowle U a fc»;hcr, ur /alh«'r the sii'Sle parti" lei of tlM* do^n bTKE v. 
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Yoar swords are now too massy for yoar strengths, 
And will not be upliAed : But, remember, 
(For that's my business to yoo,^ that you three 
From Milan did supplant good rrospero ; 
Exposed unto the sea, which hath requit it, 
Him, and his innocent child : for which foul deed 
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures, 
Acrainst your peace : Thee, of thy son, Alonso, 
They have berefl ; and do pronounce by me, 
Lingering perdition (worse than any death 
Can be at once,) shall step by step attend 
You, and your ways ; whose wraths to g^ard yon firom 
(Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls 
Upon your heads,) is nothing, but heart's sorrow. 
And a clear life ensuing. 

He vaniilus in thunder : then, to toft miinr, enter iht 
Shapes again, and dance with mops and moweSy and 
carry out the table. 

Pro. [Aside.] Bravely the figure of this harpy hasttkoQ 
Performed, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring ? 
Of my instruction hast thou nothing 'bated. 
In what thou hadst to say : so, with good life, 
And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
Their several kinds have done : my high charms workf 
And these, mine enemies, are all knit up 
In their distractions : they now are in my power; ■^' 
And in these fits I leave them, whilst 1 visit 
Young Ferdinand, (whom they suppose is drowo'dr^ 
And his and my lov'd darling. [Ert'r Pro. yrom akcne* 

Gon. r th' name of something holy, sir, why stand yoa 
In this strange stare ? 

Alon. O, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! 
Methought, the billows spoke, and told me of it; 
The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder. 
That deep and dreadful orgfan-pipe, pronounced 
The name of Prosper ; it did bass my trespass. 
Therefore my son i' th' ooze is bedded ; and 
ril seek him deeper than e'er plummet sounded, 
And with him there lie mudded. [ExiU 

Seb. But one fiend at a time, 
I'll fight their legions o'er. 

Ant. I'll be thy second. [Exe. Seb. and Aht* 



Gan. All three of them are desperate ; their great (uilt» 
Like poisoD giren to work a great time after,' 
Now 'gins to bite the spirits : — ^I do beseech yotoi 
That are of suppler joints, foUow Uiem swifil^i 
And hinder them from what this testacy 
Hay now provoke them to. 

Mr. Follow, 1 pray yon. (£itiifit 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L-i^B^e PRosrsRo's C$U. filter Pftosnyu)^ 

Tbrdinakd, and Mibahda* 

Proipero. 
IF I hare too austerely punishM yon, 
Your compensation m^es amends ; for I 
Have given you here a thread of mine own lift. 
Or that for which I live ; whom once again 
I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore heaven^ 
Tratify this my rich gifl. O Ferdinand, 
Do not smile at me, that I boast her off. 
For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise. 
And make it halt behind her* 

Fer, 1 do believe it, 
Against an oracle. 

Pro, Then, as my gift, and thine own acquisitioil 
Worthily pnrchas'd, take my daughter : Bat 
If thou dost break her virgin knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister'd. 
No sweet alpersion shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract g^ow ; but barren hate, 
Soor-ey'd disdain, and discord, shall bestrew 
The anion of your bed with weeds so loathly. 
That you shall hate it both : therefore, take heed^ 
As Hjnnen's lamps shall light yoa. 

Fer. As I hope 
For quiet days, feir issue, and long life^ 

[T] Th« HtiTM of Africa hsTa beta iilinKiMd to be powewgdof tiM werat ham 
totainar pobou wHh mich art ai oot ta oparata till MTeral yaara aftar tbar waf» 
- Tbalrdnipw««tlMsucartaialBtMraA8t,isnMtStlktir 
STSSY. 

11 VoikL 
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With such love as ^tis now ; the murkiest den. 
The mo»t o[>i)6rtune place, the strong'st suggettion 
Our worser Genius can, shall never melt 
Bfine honour ioto lust ; to take away 
The edge of that day's celebration. 
When 1 j>hall think or Phoebus' steeds are fomider'dy 
Or night kept chained below. 
* Pro, Fairly spoke : 

Sit then, and talk with her, she is thine own.— 
What, Ariel ; my industrious servant Ariel! 

Enter Ariel. 
Jlri. What wottld my potent master ? here I am. 
Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last senrice 
j> Did worthily peHbrm ; and I must use you 

In such another trick : go, bring the rabble. 
O'er whom I give thee power, here, to this place : 
Incite them to quick motion ; for I must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine art ; it is my promiaie. 
And thev expect it from me. 
»► JIri, l^resently ? 

Pro. Ay, with a twink. 
Art, Before you can say. Come, and go^ 
f And breathe twice ; and cry, to, 50 ; 

Each one, tripping on his toe. 

Will be here with mop and mowe : ^ 

^ Do you love me, master ? no. « \ .,.f« 

^ Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel : Do not appraipi^ ^ 

Till thou dost hear me call. '* 

Ari. Well 1 conceive. [IJrifc 

Pro, Look thou be true ; do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein ; the strongest oaths are straw 
To th* fire i' th' blood : be more abstemious, 
Or else good night, your vow ! 

¥\r, I warrant you, sir ; 
The white-cold virgin snow upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 

Pro, Well.— 
Now come, my Ariel ; bring a corollary,* 
Rather than want a spirit ; appear, and pertly. 
No tongue ^ all eyes ; be silent.' \Sofi miinc. 

\%\ Corollarjr—survliM. Rriug more than are tuflicient, rather thao Ikil te 
want of nurabcri. STKEV 

[9] Those who are present at inraatations are obIi|9Bd to be rtrictly sUeat« 
" else/' as we are afterwards told, •* the spell b Barred** JOBN805. 



A masque. Enter iRif. 

iris. Ceres, most booDteous lady, \hy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oati, and pea*e ; 
Thy turfy mouDtains, where live Difaiblmg tfLeep, 
And flat meads thatch'd with stover, them to kieep ; 
Tiiy banks with peonied and hUed brum, 
IVhich spoogj April at thy best be trims. 
To make cold oymphs chaste crowns ; and tkj broMl 

groves, 
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor lores. 
Being lass-lom ; thy pole-rlipt vineyard; 
And thy sea-marge, steril, and rocky -iMirily 
Where thou thyself dont air : 1 he queaio* th' skj^ 
Whose watery arch, and meisenger, am 1, 
Bids thee leave these ; and with her sofereign grace, 
Here on this grass-plot, in thiv very place. 
To come and sport : her peacockM fl) amain ; 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to enUrrtain. 

Enter CtKEh, 

Cer. Hail, many-colour'd me^feenger, tint neVr 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter ; 
Who, with thy saffron wing^, upon my flowers 
Diffusest honey-drops, refrefchwig btMiw#;ft ; 
And with each end of thy blae b^/w dofe»t crvwa 
My bosky acres,' and my un^hrubt'd down, 
Rich scarf to my proud earth ; Why hath thy qu^^eft 
SmMWMi'4 me hitber< to this sbort-graMd-green ? 

Irli. A contract of true love to celebrate ; 
And some donation freely to estate 
On the bless*d lovers. 

Cer. Tell ine, heavenly botr^ 

If Venus, or her son, as thou doitt know, 
Do now attend the queen t since tliey did plot 
The means, that dutky Diif my daugfiter got, 
Her and her bhnd boy's bcaudal'd company 
I have forsworn. 

Iris, Of her society 

Be not afraid ; I met her deity 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos ; and her son 
Dove-drawn with her : here thought they to feve done 
Some wanton charm upon this man and niaid, 

tuwt. J#«cw ii auddk laiio for «M»tf. Mttjut, ft, STIblfV. 






Whose TOWS are, that no bed-rite shafl be paid 
Till Hymen's torch be lighted : bat io'vaiD; 
Mar's hot minion is returned again ; 
Her waspish-headed son has broke bis arrowa, 
Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrowc^ 
And be a boy right out. 

Cer. Highest queen of ttatft. 

Great Juno comes ; I know her by her gait 

Enter Juno. 

Juno. How does my bounteous sister ? Go withmt. 
To bless this twain, that they may prosperoui bt^ 
And honoured in l^air issue. 

SONG. 
Judo. Honour, riches, marriaee-hltmng. 
Long continuance, and increasing^ 
Hourly joys be still upon you ! 
Juno sings her blessings on you, 

Cer. Earth's increase, andfoison plenty^ 
Bams, and gamers never empty ; 
Fines, zvith clustering busiches growing ; 
Plants, with goodly burden bowing ; 
Spring c^rne to you, at the farthe$t^ 
In the very end of harvest f 
Scarcity, and xvant, shall j^tm yo« ; 
Ceres^ blessing so is on you. 

Fer. This is a most majestic Tision, and 
Harmonious charmingly : May 1 be bold 
To think these spirits ? 

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art 
I have from their confines call'd t« enact 
Hy present fancies. 

Fer. Let me lire here ever ; ^ 

So rare a wondered fether, and a wife, ^ 

Make this place Paradise. 

[Juno and Ceres whisper, and sendlKtB 9n iiyliijfBHit 

Pro. Sweet now, silence ; 
Juno and Ceres whisper seriously ; 
There^s something else to do : hush, and be nmle* 
Or else our spell is marred. 

Iris. You nymphs, call'd Naiads, of the wand'iq| 
brooks, 
With your sedg'd crowns, and ever-hannleae lookif 



Leave yoor crii^ ehannels, aod on this green land 
Answer your summons ; Juno does command : 
Come, temArate nymphs, and help to celebrat% 
A contract Wtme lore ; be not too late. 

Enter certain JVjfmphi. 

Tou smi-bumM sicklemen, of August weary^ 
Come hither from the furrow, and be merry ; 
If ake holy-day : your rye-straw hats put on. 
And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 

JEnter certain Reapers^ properly habited: they join with thi^ 
lymphs in a graceful dance ; towardt the end whereof 
PROSPERO starts suddenly , and speaks ; after which, to a 
tirange, hollow, and confused noise, they heavily vanish^ 

Pro. [Aside.] I had forgot that foul conspiracy 
Of the beast Cahban, and his confederates, 
Against my life ; the minute of their plot 
Is almost come. — [To the Spirits,] Well done ;-— avoid ; 
— no more. 

Fer. This is most strange : your fiither^s in some passion 
That works him strongly. 

Mira. Never till tliis day, 
8aw 1 him touched with anger so distemper'd* 

Pro. You do look, my son, in a mov'd sort. 
As if you were dismay M : be cheerful, sir: 
Our re?els now are ended : these our actors. 
As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 
And, like the baseless fabric of this vision. 
The cloud-cappM towers, the gorgeous palaces^ 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Tea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve ; 
An^llike this insubstantial pageant faded. 
Leave not a rack^ behind. We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little life 
b rounded with a sleep. — Sir, I am vex'd ; 
Bear with my weakness ; my old brain is troabled. 
Be not disturb^ with my innrmity : 
If you be pleas'd, retire into my cell, 

(SI RaRk— tbe last fl^etiog TwHi^e of the hifchest r.lmuto. nesrcc pere«ptftlt q% 
•nouatorthHr.iMaiireaodtfnuitf. Wtat wisificieotly ':alladtitr«clr, kt0^ 
~tT«Uor»-theic«4. STEBV. 
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And there repose ; a tarn or two Til wdlt, 
To still my beating mind. 

Fer. Jmra. We wish your peace. * [ElxeuML 

Pr^ Come with a thought : — I thank yon :^^ Ariel, 
come. 

EnUr Ariel. 

Ari. Thy thoughts 1 cleare to : What's thy pleasure ? 

Pro, Spirit, 
We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 

Ari. ky^ my commander : when I presented Ceres, 
I thought to have told thee of it ; but 1 fear'd. 
Lest 1 might anger thee. 

Pro. Say again, where didst thou leave these varlets ? 

Ari, I told yoo, sir, they were red-hot with dhnkingj 
So full of valour, that they smote the air 
For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet : yet always bending 
Towards their project : Then 1 beat my tabor. 
At which, hke unback'd colts, they pnck'd their ears, 
Advanced their eye-lids, lifted up their noses. 
As they smelt music ; so 1 charmed their ears. 
That, calf-hke, they my lowing followed, through 
ToothM briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and thonSi 
Which enterM their frail shins : at last I left them 
r th' filthy mantled pool beyond your cell. 
There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake 
O'erstunk their feet. 

Pro. This was well done, my bird : 
Thy shape invisible retain thou still : 
The trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither, 
For stale' to catch these thieves. 

Ari. I go, I go. \EsA^ 

Pro. A devil, a bom devil, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains. 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost ; 
And as, with age, hb body uglier grows, 
So his mind cankers : I will plague them all, • 

Re-enter Ariel, lootien with glistering apparel^ 4^ 
Even to roaring : — Come, hang them on this line. 
Prospero and Ariel remain invisiSle. Enter CalibUT, 
Stepiiano, and Trinculo, all wet. 

Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole may not 

■» — I* 

[7 j Statt is a word in ftmUmg, uid nieui ■ b*U or decog. 8T££V. 



ACT IT. TCMreST. 1Q7 

Hear a foot Mli we now are near his cell. 

Ste, Monster, your fairy, which, you say, is a harmleat 
fiury, has done little better than play'd the Jack with us. 

7Wn. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at which mj 
nose is in great indignation. 

Ste, So is mine. Do you hear, monster ? If 1 should 
take a displeasure against yon ; look you, 

Trin, Thou wert but a lost monster. 

Col. Good my lord, give me thy favour still : 
Be patient, for the prize Til bring thee to 
Shall hoodwink this mischance : therefore, speak soAly, 
AlFs hush'd as midnight yet. 

Trin, Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool, — 

Ste, There is not only disgrace and dishonour in that, 
monster, but an infinite loss. 

Trin, That's more to me than my wetting: yet this is' 
your harmless fairy, monster. 

Ste. I will fetch ofif my bottle, though I be o'er ears 
for my labour. 

C<il. Pr'ythee, my king, be quiet : Seest thou here. 
This is the mouth o' th' cell : no noise, and enter : 
Do that good mischief, which may make this island 
Tiiine own for ever, and I, thy Cahban, 
For aye thy foot-licker. 

Ste. Give me thy hand : I do begin to have bloody thoughts^ 

Trin. O king Stephano 1 O peer ! O worthy Stephano I 
Look, what a wardrobe here is for thee '.• 

Oil. Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trash. 

Trin. Q ho, monster ; we know what belongs to a 
frippery : — O king Stephano ! 

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by this hand, I'll 
have that gown. 

Trin' Thy grace shall have it. 

Col. The dropsy drown this fool ! what do you mean, 
To dote thus on such luggage ? Let's along, 
And do the murder first : if he awake, 
From toe to crown he'll fill our skins with pinches ; 
Make us strange stuff. 

Ste. Be you quiet, monster.— 4iistress line, is not thid 
my jerkin ? Now is the jerkin under the line : now, jer- 
kin, you are like to lose your hair, and prove a bald jerkin. 
^— — — -»— I ^^— ^ i— ^^— ^i^— ^.— — ^ 

[9] Tbe humour 01 the^-e lines cniisi^s in their being an allusion to an old cel^* 
bnted balWi. which btain* tbusi : King Stephen mat a iMr<4v ycrr— aad crM^ntff 
llMt kinc*! i^nioBooy with record to his wardrobt. W A lu^ 
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TVtu. Do, ^ : We steal by Kae iiid kfel, andH tike 
your grace. 

Sie. 1 thank thee for that jest ; here's a garment (br't : 
frit shall oot go unrewarded, while 1 am king of this 
country : Steal hy lint and levels is an excellent pass of 
pate ; there's another garment for't. 

TWii. Monster, come, pot some lime open your hh 
gers, and away with the rest 

Go/. I will have' none on*t : we shall lose our time. 
And all be tum'd to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads nllanous low. 

Ste. Monster, lay-to your 6ngers ; help to bear this 
away, where my hogshead of wine is, or Til torn yo« 
irat of my kingdom : go to, carry this. 

Trin. And this. 

8t€. Ay, and this. 

A noise of hunten heard. Enter divert Spirita^ in dUipi 
of hounds^ and huni them about ; Pnosrcao and Anixt 
utting them on. 

Pro. Hey, Mountain^ hey ! 

Art. Silver ! there it goes, Silver I 

Pro, Fury, Fury! Uiere, Tyrant^ there ! hark, harici 

[Cal. Ste. and Taiir. are driven out 
Go, charge my goblins that they grind their joints 
With dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews 
With aged cramps ; and more pinch-spotted make theoii 
Than pard, or cat o' mountain. 

Art. Hark, they roar. 

Pro. Let them be hunted soundly : At this hOQT 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 
Shortly shall all my labours end, and thon 
Shalt have the air at freedom : for a little^ 
Follow, and do me service. [EumiL 



ACT V. 

SCENE h— Before the Cell of Peospbro. Enter PMi- 
PERo in his magic robes ; and AaiCL. 

Prospero. 
Now does my project gather to a head : 
If y charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and tim0 
does upright with his carriage. How's the day ? 
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Art, On til* ttxdi hoar ; at which time, my lord, 
Tou said our work should cease. 

Pro. I did 9Ay so. 
When first I rais'd the tempest Say, my spirit. 
How fares the king and his ? 

Art. Confined together 
In the same &shion as you gave in charge ; 
Just as you left them, sir ; all prisoners 
In the Ume-grove which weather-fends your cell ; 
Thej cannot budge, till you release. The king. 
His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted ; 
And the remainder mourning oyer them. 
Brim-full of sorrow and dismay ; but chiefly 
Him you term'd, sir. The good old lordy Gomalo ; 
His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 
From eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly works then,. 
That if you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 

Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit ? 

Art. Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Pro. And mine shall. 
Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself, 
One of their kind, that relish all as sharpFy, 
Passion as they, be kindher movM than thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the quick, 
Tet, with my nobler reason, 'gainst my fury 
Do I take part : the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent, 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further : Go, release them, Ariel ; 
My charms Til break, their senses I'll restore, 
And they shall be themselves. 

Art. rll fetch them, sir. [Eon/. 

Pro. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing-lakes, and groves ; 
And ye, that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
When he comes back ; you demi-puppets, that 
Bv moon-shine do the green-sour ringlets make. 
Whereof the ewe nt>t bites ; and you, whose pastime 
Is to make midnight mushrooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid 
(Weak masters though ye be) 1 have be-dimm'd 
The noon-tide sun, caird forth the nratinous winds. 

Vol. I. H 



iV) TEMPCST^ 

And 'twjit the gfreen sea and the azurM wwM 

Set roaring war : to the dread ratthng thunder 

Have J given fire, and rifled Jove's stout oak 

IVith his own bolt : the strong- bas'd promontory 

Have I made shake ; and by the spurs plucked up 

The pine and cedar : graves, at my command. 

Have wakM their sleepers; op'd, and let them forth 

By my so potent art : But this rough magic 

I here abjure : and, when I have required 

Some heavenly music, (which even now 1 do,) 

T6 work mine end upon their senses, that 

This airy charm is for. Til break my staff, 

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth, 

And, deeper than did ever plummet sound, 

ril drown my book. [Solemn fnutic. 

Re-enter Ariel : (ifter him^ Alonso, itnth a frantic gesture, 
attended by Gonzalo ; Sebastian and Antohio tVi like 
manner^ attended by Adrian and Francisco : they ai 
enter the circle which Prospero had made, and there stand 
charmed ; which Prospero observingy speaks. 

A solemn air, and the best comforter 

To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains. 

Now useless, boilM within thy scuU ! There stand* 

For you are spell-stopp'd. 

Holy Gronzalo, honourable man, 

Mine eyes, even sociable to the shew of thine, 

Fall fellowly drops. The charm dissolves apace ; 

And as the morning steals upon the night, 

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 

Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their clearer reason. — O my good Gonzalo, 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 

To him thou follow'st ; I will pay thy graces 

Home, both in word and deed. — Most cruelly 

Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter ; 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act ; — 

Thou'rt pinchM for*t now, Sebastian. — Flesh and bloody 

You brother mine, that ejitertain'd ambition, 

Expeird remorse and nature ; who, with Sebastian, 

(Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong,) 

Would here have kill'd your kino^ : 1 do forgive thee, 

Uimatural though thou art ! — Their understanding 
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Begins to swell \ and the approaching tide 

Will shortly fill the rea8onable shores, 

That now lie foul and muddy. Not one of them, 

That yet looks on me, or would know me : — Ariel, 

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell ; [Exit AribIi. 

I will dis-case me, and myself present. 

As 1 was sometime Milan : — quickly, spirit ; 

Thou shalt ere long be free. 

Ariel re-erUers^ singing, and helps to attire Prospero. 

Ari. Where the bee sucks j there suck I; 
In a coztslip^s bell I lie : 
There I couch zchen awls do cry. 
On the bat^s back I do fly , 
After summer^ merrily : 

Merrily y nLenrily^ shall I live now^ 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Pro, Why, that^s my dainty Ariel : I shall miss thee ; 
But yet thou shalt have freedom : So, so, so. — 
To the king's ship, invisible as thou art : 
There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 
Under the hatches ; the master, and the boatswain, 
Being awake, enforce them to this place ; 
And presently, I pr'ythce. 

Ari. I drink the air before me, and return 
Or e'er your pulse twice beat. [Exit Ariel« 

Gon, All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabits here : Some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country ! 

Pro, Behold, sir king. 
The wronged duke of Milan, Prospero : 
For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body ; 
And to thee, and thy company, I bid 
A hearty welcome. 

Alon, Whe'r thou bcest he, or no. 
Or some enchanted trifie to abuse me, 
As late I have been, Inot know: thy pulse 
Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and, since I saw thee, 
Th' affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
I fear, a madness hold me : this must crave 
^An if tills be at all,) a most strange story. 
Thy iliikodmii 1 resign ; and do entreat 



TboQ ptrAoD me my wroog»:-*Bat how AvUi Pn^eim 

Be living, and be here ? 

Pro. First, noble friend, 
Let me embrace thine age ; whose hoaoor cannet 
Be measured, or confin'd. 

Gon. Whether this be. 
Or be not, Til not swear. 

Pro. You do yet taste 
Some subtilties o' th' isle, that will not let yon 
Believe things certain : — Welcome, my friends all :««* 
But you, my brace of lords, were I so minded, 

[Aside to Skb. end AlT. 
_ ^ ^ rownnpoDjou^ 

And justify you traitors ; at this time 
I'll tell no tales. 

Seb. The devil speaks in him. * [Mtk^ 

Pro. No:— 
F<Mr yoQ, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect my mouth, 1 do forgive 
Thy rankest fault ; all of them ; and require 
Iffy dukedom of thee, which, perforce, I know^ 
Thou must restore. 

Alan. If thou beest Prospero, 
Give us particulars of thy preservation : 
How thou hast met os here, who three hoars since^ 
Were wreckM upon this shore ; where I have losti^ 
How sharp the point of this remembrance is 1 
My dear son Ferdinand. 

Pro. 1 am woe for't, sir. 

Alon. Irreparable is the loss ; and patience 
Says, it is past her cure. 

Pro. 1 rather think. 
Too have not sought her help ; of whose soft gmct» 
For the tike loss, I have her sovereign aid. 
And rest myself content. 

Alon. You the like loss ? 

Pro. As great to me, as late ; and, portable 
To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker 

*|9] Tbe iinHx of Ume it noiit rtgWr obMrred la tbii piece. The faUe ■evcflly 
takes up e sr^^ter aumber of hours then era eaptojred in the repreaantation ; aai 
tron the very particular care which our author takes to point out this circ«Bataoet 
io so mmj other passages, as well u here, K seeass as if it were not attid aB l s l i 
knt purposely rtesiKoed to shew the admirers of Ben Jooaon*s art, and the caTBVUt 
§i the time, that he ton could write a play within all the rtflelMt laws of ra| ' *" 
WkCD he eboae to load bimteif with the critic** fiMten. STEET^ 
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Than you may call to comfort you ; for I 
Have lost my daughter. 
^lon. A daughter ? 

heavens ! that they were living both in Naples, 
The king and queen there ! that they were, I wish 
Myself were mudded in that oozy bed 

Where my son lies. When did you lose your daughter } 

Pro, In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords 
At this encounter do so much admire, 
That they devour their reason ; and scarce think 
Their eyes do offices of truth, Uieir words 
Are natural breath : but, howsoever you have 
Been justled from your senses, know for certain. 
That 1 am Prospero, and that very duke 
Which was thrust forth of Milan ; who most strangely 
Upon this shore, where you^ were wreck'd, was landed 
To be the lord on't. No more yet of this ; 
For 'tis a chronicle of day by day. 
Not a relation for a breaikfast, nor 
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir ; 
This ceirs my court : here have I few attendants^ 
And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in« 
My dukedom since you Jiave g^iven me again, 

1 will requite you with as good a thing ; 

At least, bring forth a wonder, to content ye, 
As much as me my dukedom. 

The entrance of the Cell opens, and discovers Febdivahixim! 

Miranda playing at chess, 

Mira. Sweet lord, you play me false. 

Fer. No, my dearest love, 
I would not for the world. 

Mira, Yes, for a score of kingdoms, yon should wrangle. 
And I would call it fair play. 

Alon. If thb prove 
A vision of the island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

Seh* A most high miracle ! 

Fer, Though the seas threaten, they are merciful: 
I have cursM them without cause. 

Alon, Now all the blessings [Fer. kneels to Alov, 
Of a glad father compass thee about ! 
Arise, and say how thou cam'st here. 

Mira. 0\ wonder! 
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How many goodly creatures are there here ! 
Now beauteous mankind is! O brave new world, 
That has such people in't ! 

Pro, *Ti« new to thee. 

Alon, What is tliis maid, with whom thou wast at play? 
Tour eld'st acquaintance cannot be three hours: 
Is she the goddess that hath severed us, 
And brought us thus together ? 

Ftr, Sir, she's mortal ; 
But, by immortal Providence, she's mine ; 
I chose her, when i could not ask my father 
For his advice ; nor thought 1 had one : she 
Is daughter to this famous duke of Milan, 
Of whom so often 1 have heard renown. 
But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Receiv'd a second hfe, and second ^ther 
Tiiis lady makes him to me. 

Alon, I am hers: 
But O, how oddly will it sound, that I 
Hust ask my child forgiveness ! 

Pro, There, sir, stop; 
Let us not burden our remembrances 
With a heaviness that's gone. 

Gon, 1 have inly wept, 
Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, yea godf^ 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown; 
For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way 
Which brought us hither! 

Alon, 1 say, Amen, Gonzalo ! 

Gon, Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue 
Should become kings of Naples ? O, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy ; and set it down 
With gold on lasting pillars : In one voyage 
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis ; 
And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife. 
Where he himself was lost ; Prospero his dukedomy 
In a poor isle ; and all of us, ourselves, 
When no man was his own. 

Alon, Give me your hands : [To Fer. and Hira. 

Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart, 
That doth not wish you joy ! 

Gon. Be't so ! Amen I 



ACT T. <reliPt:8T. 175 

tU-^tUtr Ariel, toWi the Master and Boaintain amazedly 

follcfwing. 

look, sir, look, sir ; here are more of ^s! 

1 prophesied, if a gallows were on land, 

This fellow could not drown : — ^Now,' blasphemj. 
That swear'st gprace o'erboard, not an oath on shore ? 
Hast thou no mouth by land ? What is the news ? 

Baatt, The best news is, that we have safely fodnd 
Our king and company : the next, our ship, — 
Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split, — 
Is tight, and yare, and bravely riggM, as when 
We first put out to sea. 

Art, Sir, all this service ^ 

Have I done since I went. > AsOt, 

Pro. My tricksy spirit ! J 

Ahn. These are not natural events ; they strengthen* 
From strange to stranger : — Say, how came yon hither ? 

Boat$. If I did think, sir, I were well awake, 
Pd strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep, 
And (how, we know not,^ all clapped under hatches. 
Where, but even now, with strange and several noises 
Of •roaring, shrieking, howling, gingling chains. 
And more diversity of sounds, all horrible, 
We were awakM ; straightway, at liberty : 
Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant ship ; our master 
Capering to eye her : On a trice, so please you, 
EVen in a dream, were we divided from them. 
And were brought moping hither. 

Ari. Was't well done ? 

Pro. Bravely, my diligence. Thou shalt } Aside, 
be free. 

Alim, This is as strange a maze as e'er men trod : 
And there is in this business more than nature 
Was ever conduct of: some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge. 

Pro. Sir, my liege. 
Do not infest your mind with beating on 
The strangeness of this business ; at picked leisure. 
Which shdl be shortly, single Til resolve you 
rWhich to you shall seem probable,) of every 
These happen'd accidents : till when, be cheerful. 

And think of each thing well. Come hither, spirit ; 

Set Caliban and his companions free : [Aside, 
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Untie the spell. [Ex. Aai.] — How 6fm mf gricioiiB lir t 
There are yet mJBsing of your company 
Some (ew odd lads, that you remeniber not. 

Re-enter Ariel, driving in Caubaji, StspSavo, and 
Trinculo, in their stolm^ appard, 

Ste, Every man shifl for all the rest, and let no mti 
take care for liimself ; for all U but ibrtune >— Coragioi 
VuUy-roonster, Coragio ! 

Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in my head^ 
here's a goodly sight. 

Col, O Setebos, these be brave spirits, indeed 1 
How fine my master is I 1 am afraid 
He will chastise me. 

Seb. fla, ha; 
What things are these, my lord Antonio 1 
Will money buy them ? 

Jint. Very like ; one of them 
Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable. 

Pro, Mark but the badges of these men, my lords, 
Then say, if they be true : — This mis-shapen koaTe»-« 
His mother was a witch ; and one so strong 
That could control the moon ;' make flows and ebbs^ 
And deal in her command, without her power : 
These three have robb'd me, and this demi-devil 
(For he's a bastard one,) had plotted with them 
To take my life : two of these fellows you 
Must know, and own ; this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge mine. 

Col. I shall be pinch'd to death. 

Alon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken batler ? 

Seb, He is drunk now : where had he wine ? 

Alon, And Trinculo is reeling ripe : Where shooM diey 
Find this grand liquor that hath gilded them ?— - 

How cam'st thou in this pickle ? 

0^^^— 1^— ■^^-.^■— ^^1^.1— ^— — ^— — 1^ 

[1] This wu the phra^eolofty of the ttmes. After the rtatute asaiort wOdkif. 
revenf:e or iKoonnre fre iueotly induced people to cberge those ngMJait whoa Uev 
bsrboured rcseotmeiit, or entertaioed preijudicct, with the crime of wltehefal^ 
which had Juit then been declared a capital offence. In our aociOBt rapoita iM 
aeveral caies where persons charged in thia manner sought redress in Uie eoorts ef 
law. AD4l it is remarkable in all of them, to the aciuidaloua impuUtioa of bel^; 
nilckes, the term— a ifroiif one, is conatantly added. In MickMuaaa tami, 9 te. 
I. liie point wM settled that no action eouM \m supporte:! on so ceaeral a ehuPb 
and that the <>pithet itro$tg di.t not enforce the other wor ji. In thn imtance, T bf 



lieve, the opinion of the people at large was not in unison wjlb the sages of W( 
miaaUr-BaU. &«vaxai of Uwie caitB am coltocted ioitltar la I VJaer. i 
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TWfi. I have been m such a picUe» tmee t saw you 
last, that, I fear me, will never out of my bones : I shall 
Bot fear fly«blowing. 

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano } 

Su. O, touch me not ; I am not Stephano, but a cramp* 

Pro. You'd be kinf of the isle, sirrah ? 

Si€. I should have oeen a sore one then. 

Mon, This is as strange a thing as e'er I look'd on. 

[Potnft'ng- to CalibaIT.. 

Pro. He is as disproportion'd in his manners. 
As in his shape : — Go, sirrah, to my cell ; 
Take with you your companions ; as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it haodsomely. 

Col. Ay, that 1 will ; and TU be wise hereafter. 
And seek for g^ce : What a thrice-douUe ass 
Was I, to take this drunkard fer a god. 
And worship this dull fool ? 

Pro. Go to ; away ! 

Mm. Hence, and bestow your luggage nrfiere you 
found it. 

Seb. Or stole it, rather. [Exe. Cal. Stb. 4- Tail^. 

Pro. Sir, 1 invite your highness, and your train. 
To my poor cell : where you shall take vour rest t 
For this one night ; which (part of it,) 111 waste 
With such discourse, as> I not doubt, shall make it 
Go quick away : the story of my life. 
And the particular accidents, eone by. 
Since I came to this isle : And in the mom, 
ril bring you to your ship, and so to Naples, 
Where T have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloved solenmiz'd ; 
And thence retire me to my Milan, wher* 
^very third thought shall be my grave. 

Alon. I long 
To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 

Pro. Vn deliver all ; 
And promise yon calm seas, auspicious galea. 
And sails so expeditious, that shall catch 
Your royal fleet for off. — My Ariel ;— chick,— 
That is thy charge ; then to the elements 
Be free, and fare thou well ! — [Mde.] Please you dra# 
near. ., lExeunU 

• 12 Vol. I H2 
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EPILOGUE, 

SfOKEN BY PrOIPSRO. 



At)FF my charms are all o'erArotm, 

And what strength fkave^s mine own; 

Which is most faint : now, Uis true^ 

I must 6e here confined by you, 

Or sent to Naples : Let me not, 

5inre / have my dukedom got^ 

And pardoned the deceiver, dwell 

In this bare island, by your spell ; 

But release me from my bands. 

With the help of your good hands.^ 

Gentle breath of yours my sails 

Musi fiU^ or else my project fails^ 

Which was to please : Now I want I 

Spirits to enforce, art to enchant ; 

And my ending is despair. 

Unless 1 be relieved by prayer ;* 

Wliich pierces so, that it assaults 

Mercy itself, and frees all faults. 

As you from crimes would pardoned 6e, 

Let your indulgence set me free. 



(n By jour MpUuse, by cUppins haodk NolM «M t u p p oie d to diaolva a 

[8] This aJlui]«>« to the old ntorin told of the desptirof mil— ■uuii ia tfeair 
lilt BOMots, «Qd of the efficacy of the pofwa of tMr frJeodi ffw tliea. 
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OBSERFATKWS. 



Two Geittlemcn of Verona.] Some of the incideoU 
In this play may be supposed to ha?e been taken from 
7%e Arcadia, Book I. chap. ?i. where Pyrocles consentf 
to head the Helots. (The Arcadia was entered on the 
booki of the Stationers' Company, Aug. S3d, 1^8.) The 
Io?e-tdventure of Julia resembles that of Viola in Twe^^ 
J^i^i and is indeed common to many of the ancient 
OOTels. Steevevs. 

Mrs. Lenox observes, and I think not improbably, that 
the story of Proteus and Julia might be taken from a simi* 
lar one in the Diana of George of Mantemayor. — '* Thi| 
pastoral romance," says she, *' was translated from the 
Spanish in Shakespeare's time." I have seen no earti^r 
translation than that of Bartholomew Yong, who dates hii 
dedication in November 1698 ; and Mere9i in his fKt*i 
Treoiuryy printed the same year, expressly mentionfl th(9 
Two GmUemen of Verona. Indeed MotiUmayor wap trans* 
lated two or three years before, by one Thomas Wilson ; 
but this work, I am persuaded, was never published «iif 
tirtly; perhaps some parts of it weret or the tale mighf 
have been translated by others. However, Mr. Steevenf 
says, verr truly, that this kind of love-adventure is fre? 
quent in the old novelists^ FarmeBi 

There is no earlier translation of the Diana entered om 
the books of the Stationers' Company, than that of B« 
Yong, Sept. 1598. Many translations, however, after 
they were licensed, were capriciously suppressed. AmoDf 
others, ** The Decameron of Mr. John Boccace« Florea^ 
tine," was *' reOUIed by mj lord of Canterbury's comt 
mands.'' STEEVEVSf 

It is ohiervable (I know not fcr what cause) that the 
etyle of this comedy is less figurative, and more natufil 
and imaffected, than the greater part of this author^H 
though fupposed to be one of the fint he wrote. 



lip: 

It may very well be doubted whether Shakespeare had 
any other hand in this play than the enlivening it with 
some speeches and Ipies thrown in here and there, which 
are easily disting^uishedy as being of a different stan^ 
from the rest. Hanmeb* 

To this observation of Mr. Pope, which is very just, Mr. 
Theobald has added, that this is one of Shakespeare*! 
wont playsy and it less corrupted than any other, Mr. Up* 
ton peremptorily determines, that if any proof can ht 
irawn from manner and style ^ this play must ht sent pack* 
mg, and seek for its parent elsewhere. Haw otherwise^ says 
he, do painters distinguish copies from originals ? and have 
not authors their peculiar style and manner ^ from which a 
true critic can form as unerring judgment as a painter f I 
tm afraid this illustration of a critic's science will not 
prove ^hat is desired. A painter knows a copy from an 
original by rules somewhat resembling those by which cri* 
tics know a translation, which, if it be literal, and literal 
it must be to resemble the copy of a picture , will be 
easily distinguished. Copies 'are known froip ofiginah, 
even whei^ tne painter copies his own picture ;' so. if an 
author should literally translate his work, be would lose 
the manner of an original. 

Mr. Upton confounds the copy of a picture with the imi* 
tation of a painter's manner. Copies are easily known ; 
but good imitations are not detected with equal certainty, 
and are, by the best judges, often mistaken. Nor is it 
true that the writer has always peculiarities equally dis- 
tinguishable with those of the painter. The peculiar man* 
ner of each arises from the desire, natural to every per* 
former, of facilitating his subsequent work by recur- 
rence to his former ideas ; this recurrence produces 
that repetition which is called habit. The painter, 
whose work is partly intellectual and partly manual, 
has habits of the mind, the eye, and the hand ; the 
writer has only habits of the mind. Yet, some painters 
have differed as much from themselves as from any 
other ; and I have been told, that there is little re- 
semblance between the first works of Raphael and the 
hst. The same variation may be expected in writers ; 
ind if it be true, as it seems, that they are less sub- 
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ject to habit, the differeace between their works may 
be jet greater. 

But by the internal marks of a composition we may 
discover the author with probability, thoagh seldom 
with certainty. When I read this play, I cannot but 
think that 1 find, both in the serious and ludicrous 
scenes, the language and sentiments of Shakespeare- 
It is not indeed one of his most powerful effusions ; it 
has neither maiHr diversities of charactei;, nor strilong 
delineations of Hfe ; l>ut it abounds in TstmiAi beyond most 
of his plays, and few have more lines or passages, 
which, singly considered, are eminently beautiful, t.am 
yet inclined to believe that it was not very succedefful, 
and suspect that it has escaped corruption, only t>e« 
cause, being seldom played, it was less ekposed to the 
hazards of* transcription. JoBN9oir. 

This comedy, I believe, was written in 1^96. . See 
Jin Attempt to a$eertain th€ Ordw hf Skakuptauit Ptavf. 
Vol. II. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED, 

Duke of Milan, faihtr to Silvia. 

Proteus,* J ® •' 

Antonio, fcaher to Proteus. 
Thurio, a foolish rival to Faleniine. 
EctAMOUR, c^ent for Silvia^ in her escape. 
Speed, a clownish servant to FaUntine. 
Launcc, servant to Proteus. 
Pantbino, servant to Antonio. 
Host, where Julia lodges in Milan. 
Outlaws. 

Julia, a lady of Verona^ beloroed by Proieus, 
Silvia, the Duke's daughter^ beloved by Falenting, 
LucfiTTA, waiting'Wotnan to Julia. 

Servants^ Musicians. 

SCE^Ef sometimes in Verona; sometimes in Milan; 
and on the frontiers of Mantua. 



* The old eopf has^ProtAeui ; but thb b oserelj the anUqinitsd nMida oC 
iptUing ProUm. 
6tak«ip«an*i cl«ncUr WM » called, froB his diip«itioB to cteoce. 
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TWO GENTLEMEN OP VERONA. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — An open Place in Fenma. Enter Valevtinb 

and Proteus. 

Valentine, 

CREASE to persuade, my loving Proteus ; 
Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits : 
Wer't not, affection chains thy tender days 
To the sweet glances of thy honourM love, 
I rather would entreat thy company. 
To see the wonders of the world abroad, 
Than Uving dully sluggardizM at home, 
Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. 
But, since thou lov'st, love still, and thrive therein, 
Even as I would, when I to love begin. 

Pro. Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine, adieu ! 
Think on thy Proteus, when thou, haply, seest 
Some rare note -worthy object in thy travel : 
Wish me partaker in thy happiness. 
When thou dost meet good hap ; and, in thy danger^ 
If ever danger do environ thee, 
Commend thy mevance to my holy prayers, 
For I will be thy bead's-man, Valentine. 

VaL And on a love-book pray for my success. 

Pro, Upon some book I love, I'll pray for thee. 

Vol, That's on some shallow story of deep love, 
How young Leander cross'd the Hellespont. 

Pro, That's a deep story of a deeper love; 
For he was more than over shoes in love. 

Val, 'Tis true ; for you are over boots in love ; 
And yet you never swom the Hellespont. 

Pro, Over the boots ? nay, give me not the boots.' 



f 11 The boot wu an instrument of torture used only in Scntliin«i. Buhop Rumet 
tl T^ne Hi-tor> of his oro Times, mentiuns one Maccael, a preacher, who. hfinR 
mtpected oftreiisouable pr«ctice!i, uritlerweottbe puatiihmeot so late as 1666 :— " He 
WM pat toUM torture, iibkh» io ScoUuid, Uiey c«U Um hoQU ; for they put a pair 

Vol. I. I 
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Fal. No, I'll not, for it boots thee not. 

Pro. What? 

FaL To be 
In love, where scorn is boneht with g^ans ; coy looks. 
With heart -sore sighs ; one rading moment's mirth. 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights : 
If haply won, {>erhaps, a hapless gain ; 
If lost, why then a grievous labour won ; 
However, but a folly bought with wit. 
Or else a wit by folly vanquished. 

Pro, So, by your circumstance, you call me fool. 

FaL So, by your circumstance, 1 fear, you'll proTe« 

Pro, 'Tis love you cavil at ; I am not Love. 

FaL Love is your master, for he masters yoQ : 
And he that is so yoked by a fool, 
Methiuks should not be chronicled for wise. 

Pro, Yet writers say. As in the sweetest hvA 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 

FcU, And writers say, As the most forward Imd 
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow. 
Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is tum'd to folly ; blasting in the bud, 
Losing his verdure even in the prime. 
And all the fair effects of future hopes. 
But wherefore waste 1 time to coimsel thee. 
That art a votary to fond desire ? 
Once more adieu : my father at the road 
Expects my coming, tlierc to see me shipped. 

Pro, And thither will I bring thee, Valentine. 

FaL Sweet Proteus, no ; now let us take our leave. 
At Milan, let^me hear from thee by letters. 
Of thy success in love, and what news else 
Betideth here in absence of thy friend ; 
And 1 Ukewise will vi!>it thee with mine. 

Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan ! 

FaL As much to you at home ! and so, farewell. [£rA« 

Pro. He af\er honour hunts, I after love : 
He leaves his friends, to dignify them more ; 
I leave myself, my friends, and all for love. 



of iron bootR cloie on the leg, and drive wedf^ between theie ud tbe 1^ 
commoo torture was onl v to drive tbeie in the calf of ttae leg ; but I btYe bees told 
they were aotnetisies driven upon tte sluo bore.'* XEEDi 
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Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphosM me ; 
Made me neglect mj studies, lose my time, 
War with good counsel, set the world at nought ; 
Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thought. 

Enter Speed.* • 

Speed. Sir Proteus, save you : Saw you my master ? 

Pro, But now he parted hence, to embark for Milan. 

Speed, Twenty to one then, he is shipp'd already ; 
And I have play'd the sheep, in losing him. 

Pro, Indeed a sheep doth very often stray, 
An if the shepherd be awhile away. 

Speed, Tou conclude that my master is a shepherd then, 
and I a sheep ? 

Pro. I do. 

Speed, Why then my horns are his horns, whether I wake 
or sleep. 

Pro, A silly answer, and fitting well a sheep. 

Speed, This proves me still a sheep. 

Pro, True ; and thy master a shepherd. 

?Hed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumstance. 
ro. It shall go hard, but 1*11 prove it by another. 

Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not the sheep 
the shepherd ; but I seek my master, and my master seeks 
not me : therefore, 1 am no sheep. 

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd, the 
shepherd for food follows not the sheep ; thou for wages 
followest thy master, thy master for wages follows not thee : 
therefore, thou art a sheep. 

Speed, Such another proof will make me cry baa. 

Pro, But dost thou hear ? gav'st thou my letter to Julia ? 

Speed, Ay, sir : 1, a lost mutton, gave your letter to }ier, 
a lac'd mutton ; and she, a lacM mutton, ' gave me, a lost 
mutton, nothing for my labour. 

Pro, Here's too small a pasture for such a store of mut- 
tons. 

[X] Tbia whole aceDe, like man/ othen io tbe«e I'layn (■'iine of which, I Miev^, 
ware writtflo brjr SInkeapeare* and otbera ioterpolafedhj the playerO b mmposed 
of the loweat and moat trifling eonceita, to be •econnted for oolf froiD the jcroaa 
taate of the a|;e be li^ed in; Popido nf plaetrenl. 1 wiah 1 bad authority to leave 
tkem out: but I have dooe all I eould, aet a mrk at reprobatioo upoo then tbroueh- 
<ftit tbia MUkM. POPE. 

That thia. like many other aeeoea, ii meen and roigar. will be univertally allowed i 
tut that it was ioterpolated by the players seema advanced without any proof, only 
to give a greater licenae to eritlciam. JOHNSON. 

[9] A, Imefd mt^ton was in our author's time so established a term Tor a courtezan, 
tmta atreet in Ciettenwell, which waa mudl freoueottd by women of the town, 
iniiCtaetiHdIltttton-laDe. MAIX>VB. 
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Speed. If the ground be overdnrg^d, yoo were best ttick 
ber. 

Pro. Nay, in that Toa are utray ; ^twere beat poond jo«» 

Spe^. Nay, air, leaa than a pound aball aim me ftr 
carrying vour letter. 

Pro. You mistake ; I mean the pound, « pinfeld. 

Speed. From a pound to a pin ? ibid it over and OTer» 
Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to yonr lorer. 

Pro. But what aaid she ? did the nod ? [Sreio no^ 

Speed. I. 

Pro. Nod, I ? why, that's noddy. 

Speed. YoQ mistook, sir; I say, abe M nod: wd yoQ 
aak me, if she did nod ; and I say, I. 

Pro. And that set together, is — noddy. 

Speod. Now you have taken the pains to set it together, 
take it for your pains. 

Pro. No, no, Tou shall hare it fi>r bearing the letter. 

?}eed. Well, I perceive, I must be fiun to bear with yoo. 
ro. Why, sir, how do you bear with me t 

Speed. Marry, sir, the tetter very orderly ; lumng no- 
thing but the word, noddy, for my pains. 

Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit. 

SpeetL And yet it cannot overtake your slow pone* 

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief: 
What said she ? 

Speed. Open your purse, that the money, and the mat* 
ter, may be both at once delivered. 

Pro. Well, sir, here is for your pains : What said she t 

&peed. Truly, sir, I think youll hardly win her. 

Pro. Why? Could'st thou perceive so much fimn her ? 

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from her ; no, 
not 80 much as a ducat for delivering your letter : And 
being so hard to me that brought your mind, 1 fear, she'H 

Erove as hard to you in telling her mind. Give her no to- 
en but stones : for she's as hard u steel. 
Pro. What, said she nothing ? 

Speed. No, not so much a s ' take 1ki$ for tkff pmm$. Te 
testify ^our bounty, I thank you, you have testem*d me ;* 
in requital whereof, henceforth carry your letters yqprselfi 
and so, sir, FU commend you to my master. 

Pro. Go, go, begone, to save your ship from wreck ; 

[9] Ton k»ve gntiM me wiUtfeHcr, UHtm, m Uttm, i t. ^^ **${{J!P*- 




Which cannot perish^ hanng thee abMrd, 

Being destinM to a drier death on shore :-**- 

I must go send some better measenger ; 

I fear, my Jalk Weald not deign my hnei> 

Receiting th^ia from sech a irorthleaa poft iJEketmk 

SCENE li. 
flu tame. Gmtbn ^ Jvlia's homi, EtUer Jvssa mni 

LiFCBTTA. 

/«/, But say, Lncetta, now we are alone, 
Would*st thou then counsel m^ to fell in lor^ t 

Luc. Aj, madam ; so you stnmble not unhee^ll]^ 

Jtd. Of all the Mr resort of gentiemen, 
That every day with paile enconnter me, 
In thy opinion, which is worthiest love ? 

Luc. Please yon, repeat their names, I'D shew my mind 
According to my shallow simple skill. 

Jul. What think'st thou of the fair Sir Eglamour ' 

Luc. As of a knight well-spoken, neat )Mid fine ; 
Bat, were 1 you, he never shoald be mine. 

Jfd. What think'st thou of the rich Mercatio? 

Luc. Well of his wealth ; hot of himself, so, so* 

Jfd. What think'st thon of the gentle Proteus t 

Luc. Lord ! lord ! to see what folly reigns in as ! 

Jul. How now ! what means this passion at his name f 

Lice. Pardon, dear madam ; ^tis a passing shame. 
That 1, unworthy body as I am. 
Should censure thus on lovely gentiemen. 

Jul. Why 9Qt on Proteus, as of all the rest? 

Luc. Then thus, — of many good I think him best. 

Jul. Your reason ? 

Luc. I have no oUier bat a woman's reason ; 
I think him so, because I think him so. 

Jul. And would^st thou have me cast my love on himt 

Luc. Aye, if you thought your love not cast away. 

Jul. Why, he of all the rest hath never movM me. 

Luc, Yet he of all the rest, I think, best loves ye. 

Jul. His Utde speaking shews his love but small. 

Luc. Fire, that is closest kept, bums most of att. 

Jul. They do not love, that do not shew their love. 

Luc. O, Uiey love least, that let men know their love. 

Jul. I would, I knew his mind. 

Luc. Peruse this paper, madanit 



I 



190 TWO GEfrTLKMBll ACT - 

Jtd. To J«/ta,— ^ay, from whom 7 
Luc. That the contents will shew. 
Jtf/. Say, 8ay ; who gave it thee ? 
Luc, Sir Valentine's pag^ ; and sent, I think, from Proteus: 
He would have given it you, but I, being in the way. 
Did in your name receive it ; pardon the fiiult, I praj. 

Jul, Now, by my modesty, a g^oodly broker ! 
Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines ? 
To whisper and conspire against my youth ? 
Now, trust mc, 'tis an office of g^at worth. 
And you an officer fit for the place. 
There, take the paper, see it be returned ; 
Or else return no more into my sight. 
Luc. To plead for love deserves more fee thtn hate. 
Jul. Will you be gone ? 

Luc. That you may ruminate. [£xt^. 

Jul. And yet, I would, 1 had o'erlookM the letter. 
It were a shame to call her back again, 
And pray her to a fault for which I chid her. 
Whnt fool is she, that knows 1 am a maid, 
And would not force the letter to my view ? 
Since maids, in modesty, say JVo, to that 
Which they would have the profferer construe, Ag, 
Fye, fye! how wayward is this foolish love. 
That, hke a testy babe, will scratch the nurse, 
Ani presently, all humbled, kiss the rod! 
flow churlishly 1 chid Lucetta hence. 
When willingly I would have had her here ! 
How angerly 1 taught my brow to frown, 
W'iien inward joy enforced my heart to smile ! 
My penance is, to call Lucetta back. 
And ask remission for my folly past :— - 
What ho! Lucetta! 

Re-enter Lucetta. 
Luc. What would your ladyship ? 
Jul. Is it near dinner-time : 
Luc. 1 would it were ; 
That you might kill your stomach on jour meat, ' 
And not upon your maid. 

Jul. What isU you took up 
So gingerly ? 
Luc. Nothing. 

{>] Simack iru UKd torpanion or obttbtatg. JOHli SON. 
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Jul, Why didst thou stoop then ? 

Luc, To take a paper up that I let &11. 

Jul. And is that paper nothing ? 

Imc. Nothing concerning me. 

Jul. Then let it lie for those that it concerns. 

Luc. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns, 
Unless it have a false interpreter. 

Jii/. Some love of yours hath writ to you in rhyme. 

Luc. That I might sing it, madam, to a tune : 
Give me a note : your ladyship can set — 

Jul. As little hy such tors as may he possible : 
Best sing it to the tune of Light oHove. 

Luc. It is too heavy for so light a tune. 

Jul. Heavy ? belike, it hath some burden then. 

Luc. Ay ; and melodious were it, would you sing it. 

Jul. And why not you ? 

Luc. I cannot reach so high. 

Jul. Let's see your song : — How now, minion ? 

Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will sing it out : 
And yet, methinks, I do not like this tune. 

/iJ. You do not? 

lAtc. ■ No, madam ; it is too sharp. 

J%U. You, minion, are too saucy. 

Luc. Nay, now you are too flat, 
And mar the concord with too harsh a descant : 
There wanteth but a mean to fill your song. * 

Jul. The mean is drown'd with your unruly base* 

Luc. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus. ' 

Jul. This babble shall not henceforth trouble me. 
Here is a coil with protestation ! — [Tear$ the Utter. 

Go, g^t you gone ; and let the papers lie : 
Yon would be fingering them, to anger me. 

Luc. She makes it strange ; but she would be best pleas'd 
To be so anger'd with another letter. [Exit, 

Jul. Nay, would I were so anger'd with the same ! 
O hateful hands, to tear such loving words ! 
Injurious wasps ! to feed on such sweet honey. 
And kill the bees, that yield it, with your stings ! 
I'll kiss each several paper for amends. 
And, here is writ — kind Julia ; — unkind Julia ! 

[61 Hcfcnt it a term io music. Tlie mcm is the C«iM»r. 8TEBVENS. 
• [7] The speaker here turns the allusion (which her miatreia employed) from the 
MM teflMvic, to a couotry exercise, tht bast : in which some nnrsue, and others 
treiBaitoprlioBen. WA.RBURT0\ 
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As i. revenge of 'thy >>H^tade. 

I throw thy name against the bruising stooeit 

Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain. 

Look, here is writ — hve-'Woundid Proteui :«-* 

Poor wounded name ! my bosomi as abed. 

Shall lodge thee, till thy wound be throoghl/ beal*! { 

And thus I search it with a sovereign kisa. 

But twice, or thnce, was Proteus written dowa? 

Be calm, good mnd, blow not a word away, 

Till 1 have found each letter in the letter. 

Except mine own name ; that some whiriwind biar 

Unto a ragged, fearful, haaging rock. 

And throw it thence into the raging aea ! 

Lo, here in one line is his aame twice wril^*^ 

Poorforhm Pfofont, piunotmU ProtBu§^ 

To the gweet Julia ; — tnat I'll tear away { 

And yet I will not, sith so prettily 

He couples it to lus complaining sanies $ 

Thus will I fold them one upon another ; 

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you wiB* 

Re-enter Lucctta. 

Lmc, Madam, dinner's ready, and yo!lr frthef Stayt.' 

Jul, Well, let us go. 

Imc. What, shall these papers lie like tell-tales httt % 

Jul. If you respect them, beat to take them up. 
u Luc. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down t 
Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold. 

Jul. I see you have a month's mind to tbem.* 

Lvc. Ay, madam, yon may say what sights you see ; 
I see things too, although you judge I wink. 

Jul. Come, come, wiU't please you go ? [tkewHi^ 

SCENE in. 

7%e Mtme, Ji room in AvTowf o's hoiuH. Emft AJTTOiriO' 

and PAKTaiKo. 

Ant. Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was that, 
Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister ? 
Pani. 'Twas of lus nephew Proteus, your son. 
Ant. Why, what of him ? 

" ■■ i f ■■■■■■.■■ ■■■ ^ammmmm^mm^^ 

(8] A «M<%*« miMi WM «fi aDniTertinr tettmn oTrepwr; or, » Mr. R>r catts 
n, ft Ictt soleimiar directed to tb« win of tbe deeMMd. lim wm MM • fMr»f 
Mad, tnd « mttTt Mtad. ORAT. 

. A KOMlh^flMiwd, in tkt rttmlMoM, ilcMlfiH out dsalr* or lKiJullDB,%tlt rtMMr 
prance ; yet I Bnppoietbis b the true orifKil of tke ttrrmstoo. JOHHSOflr. ^ 
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Pant. He wonderM, that your lordUhip 
Would suffer him to spend his youth at home ; 
While other meo, of aleoder reputation, 
Put forth their sons to seek preferment out : 
Some, to the wars, to try their fortune there ; 
Some, to discover islands fiir away ;^ 
Some, to the studious universities. 
For any, or for all these exercises. 
He said, that Proteus, your son, was meet ; 
And did request me, to imp6rtune you. 
To let him spend his time no more at home, 
Which would he g^eat impeachment to his age,^ 
In having known no travel in his youth. 

JInt. Nor need*st thou much imp6rtune me to that 
Whereon this month I have heen hammering. 
I have considered well his loss of time ; 
And how he cannot he a perfect man. 
Not being tr^'d, and tutorM in the world : 
£xperience is by industry achieved, 
And perfected by the swiA course of time .* 
Then, tell me, whither were I best to send him ? 

PanL I think, your lordship i? not ignorant, 
How his companion, youthful Valentine, 
Attends the emperor in his royal court.* 

Ant. I know it well. 

Pant. 'Twere good, I think, your lordship sent him 
thither : 
There shall he practise tilts and tournaments. 

Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen ; 

* 

ft] In ShakcspMre'a time, voyaceBfnr thediscoTery of the ialandsof Americm 
were mueb io Tocue. And we fioJ in the journals of the traTellera of that time, that 
tb« eoM of noblemeo, and of (Khen of the be^t famiiiea io Eiixlaod, went very fre* 
^mntlyoa these ad venture! Such ai the PorteHcurn, CoUitAiu, Thornbills, Par* 
■Bon, nektrijigii. LitUetoos, WilIoushhy!4,C hetten. Haw leys, Bromleya, and others. 



To thli prevailiog fashion our poet freuuently alludes, aod not without hkb coin- 
LTOr 



of It WARBURTON. 

[II iw^^fehmeni In this instance sijcniAes reproaeh or imprUatio*. MASON. 

Jrlj Shakespeare baa beeo guilty of do mistake io placibg the emperor's court at 
MlteB Io this play. Several of the first German emperors held their courts thero 
oecoiiooally, it beiog, at that time, their immediate property, and the chief town c£ 
tMr Itoliao dominions, (tome of them were crowned klnp of Italy at Milan, be* 



ion tbey roeeived the imperial crown at Rome. Nor has the poet fallen imo ao^ 
eoBtradietioo by givlog a duke to Milan at the same time that the emperor held hu 
eottrt there. The first dukes of that, and all the other great cities in Italy, were 



■ot iovoreign princes, aa tbey afterwards became ; but were nwiely fovemors, or 
▼iccrojs, OBder tbe emperors, sod removable at their pleasure : such was the D^e 
afMlUm Bieatiofled in this plar. Mr. M. Mawn adds, that, •• during the wars la 
ftaly between Pnocis 1. aod Charles V. the latter frenuently resided at Milan.** 

STEEVCNSk 

13 Vol.. I. I 
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And be in eye of every exefciac. 
Worthy his youth and nobleiiesss of birth. 

Jlnt. I like thy counsel ; well hast thou adra'd : 
And, that thou may'st perceive how well 1 tike it. 
The execution of it shall make known ; 
Even with the speediest execution 
1 will despatch him to the emperor's court. 

Pant. To-morrow, may it please you, Don Alphooao, 
With other gentlemen of good esteem, 
Are journeying to salute the emperor. 
And to commend their service to his will. 

Ant, Good company ; with them shall Proteasgo; 
And, in good time, — now will we break with him. 

Enter Proteus. 

Pro, Sweet love ! sweet lines ! sweet life ! 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 
Here is her oath for love, her honour's pawn : 
O, that our fathers would applaud our loves. 
To seal our happiness with their consents i 

heavenly Julia ! 

Jint, How now ? what letter are you reading there ? 

Pro. May't please your lordship, 'tis a word or two 
Of commendation sent from Valentine, 
Delivered by a friend that came from him. 

Ant, Lend me the letter ; let me see what news. 

Pro, There is no news, my lord ; but that he writes 
How happily he lives, how well belov'd, 
And daily grac'd by the emperor ; 
Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune. 

Ant. And how stand you affected to his wish T 

Pro, As one relying on your lordship's wiH, 
And not depending on his friendly wish. 

Ant, My will is something sorted with his wish : 
Muse not that 1 thus suddenly proceed ; 
For what I will, I will, and there an end. 

1 am rcsolv'd, that thou shalt spend some time 
With Valcntinus in the emperor's court ; 
W'hat maintenance he from his friends receives. 
Like exhibition thou shalt have from me. 
To-morrow be in readiness to go : 

Excuse it not, for I am pr^remptory 

Pro, My lord, I cannot be so soon provided ; 
Please yon, deliberate a day or two. 
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^nt. Look, what thou want'st, shall be sent aflef thee : 
No more of stay ; to-morrow thou must go.— 
Come on, Panthino ; you shall be employ'd 
To hasten on his expedition. [Exeunt Ant. and Paitt. 

Pro. Thus have 1 shunn'd the fire, for fear of burning ; 
And drench 'd me in the sea, where I am drown'd :' 
I fear'd to shew my father Julia's letter, 
Lest he should take exceptions to my love ; 
And with the Vantage of mine own excuse 
Hath he excepted most against my love. 
O, how this spring of love resembleth 

Th' uncertain glory of an April day ; 
Which now shows all the beauty of the sun. 

And by and by a cloud takes all away ! 

Re-enter Panthino. 

Pant, Sir Proteus, your father calls for you ; 
He is in haste, therefore, I pray you, go. 

Pro. Why, this it is ! my heart accords thereto ; 
And yet a thousand times it answers. No. [Exeunt, 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Milan. An apartment in the Duke*t paiact. 
Enter Valentine and Speed. 

Speed. 
SIR, your glove. 

Val. Not mine ; my gloves are on. 

Speed. Why then this may be yours, for this is but one* 

Fai. Ha ! let me see : ay, give it me, it's mine :— 
Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine ! 
Ah SUvia ! Silvia ! 

Speed, Madam Silvia ! Madam Silvia ! 

Vol. How now, sirrah ? 

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir. 

Val. Why, sir, who bade you call her ? 

Speed. Your worship, sir ; or else I mistook. 

Val. Well, you'll still be too forward. 

Speed. And yet I was last chidden for being too slow. 

Val. Go to, sir ; tell me, do you know madam Silvia ? 

?i«crf. She that your worship loves ? 
al. Why, how know you that I am in love ? 
Speed, Marry, by these special marks : First, yoa have 
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learned, like sir Proteus, to wreath your anns Uke a male- 
content ; to relish a love-song, like a robin-red-breast ; 
to walk alone, like one that had the pestilence ; to sigh, 
like a school-boy that had lost his A. B. C; to weep, 
like a young wench that had buried her grandam ; to fast, 
like one that takes diet ; to watch, like one that fears 
robbing ; to speak puling, like a beggar at Hallowmas.* 
You were wont, when you laughed, to crow like a cock; 
when you walked, to walk like one of the lions ; when yon 
faflted, it was presently aflcr dinner ; when yon looked 
sadly, it was for want of money : and now you are meta- 
morphosed with a mistress, that, when I look on yoo, I 
can hardly think you my master. 

FaL Are all these things perceived in me ? 

Speed, They are all perceived without you. 

Vol. Without me ? they cannot. 

Speed. Without you ? nay, that's certain, for, withoult 
you were so simple, none else would : bat yoa are 99 
without these follies, that these' follies are withm yoa, aiiA 
shine through you like the water in an urinal ; that notaa 
eye, that sees you, but is a physician to comment on your 
malady. 

FaL But, tell me, dost thou know my lady Silvia ? 

Speed, She, that you gaze on so, as she sits at sapper P 

Val, Hast thou observed that ? even she I mean. 

Speed, Why, sir, 1 know her not. 

Fal, Dost thou know her by my gazing on tier, lad ya& 
knowest her not ? 

Speed. U she not hard favoured, sir ? 

FaL Not 80 fair, boy, as well favoured. 

Speed, Sir, 1 know that well enough. 

Fal, What dofct thou know ? 

Speed. That she is not so fair, as (of yon) well faroored^ 

Fal. I mean, that her beauty is exquisite, but ber &— 
vour infinite. 

Speed. That*8 becauselhe one is painted, and the other 
out of all count. 

_ — 

[3] Tiih {• ftbotit th« frmyt of AU-8«iiitt, when winter bttins, tod tbe Ilfii «f a va- 
fnitt beeonea leas comfortable. JOHNSON. 

It h worth remarking that on JU-Smimn-Das the poor people fal fiteflbrMirt. 
and perhaps io other country place*, go from pwUh to pariah, e M«(im«itMf 
call {t ; i. e. heggiog ami putiHg (or ainging amall, aa BaUer'a DIctkmarT explaiif 
puli»g) for tout-eakfi, or any good thing to make them merry. Tkia cosCob b •»■ 
tinned by Peck, and aeems a remoant of Fopiah aupentitioo to pray for dcpv^td 
•oQli, partkalarly those of friends.. TOLLET. r # ■- 
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Vol, How paiDted ? and how out of count ? 

Speed. Marry, sir, so painted, to make her fair, that no 
Bian coants of her beauty. 

Fal. How esteemest thou me ? I account of her beautj. 

Speed, You never saw her since she was deformed. 

Fa/. How long hath she been deformed ? 

Speed, Ever since you loved her. 

Kal. I have loved her ever since I saw her ; and still I 
see her beautiful. 

■ 

S^ed. If you love her, you cannot see her. 

Vol. Why? 

Speed. Because love is blind. O, that you had mine 
eyes ; or your own had the lights they were wont to 
have, when you chid at sir Proteus for going ungartered ! 

Fal. What should I see then ? 

Speed. Your own present folly, and her passing de- 
formity : for he, being in love, could not see to garter 
his hose ; and you, being in love, cannot 3ee to put on your 
hose. 

Fal. Belike, boy, then you are in love ; for last morn- 
ing you could not see to wipe my shoes. 

Speed. True, sir; I was in love with my bed: I thank 

Sou, you swinged me for my love, which makes me the 
older to chide you for yours. 
Fal. In conclusion, I stand affected to her.' 
Speed. I would you were set ; so, your affection would 
cease. 

Fal. Last night she enjoin'd me to write some lines to 
one she loves. 
Speed. And have you ? 
Fal. I have. ^ 

?9eed. Are they not lamely writ ? 
al. No, boy, but as well as I can do them :«— Peace, 
here she comes. 

Enter Silvia, 

Speed. O excellent motion ! O exceeding puppet 1 
^ow will he interpret to her. 

Fal. Madam and mistress, a thousand good-morrows. 

Speed, O, give you good even! here's a million of 
manners. [AsiiU, 

Sil. Sir Valentine and servant, to you two thousand. 

Speed. He should give her interest ; and she gives it himv 

Fal. As you enjoin'd me, I have writ your letted. 
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Unto the secret nameless friend of yours ; 
Which 1 was much unwilling^ to proceed in. 
But for my duty to your ladyship. 

5i7. 1 thank you, gentle servant : 'tis very clerkly done. 

Fa/. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly off; 
For, beings i^orant to whom it goes, 
I writ at random, very douhtfully. 

•SiV. Perchance you think too much of so much pains ? 

Vol. No, madam ; so it stead you, I will write, 
Ploasc you command, a thousand times as much : 
And yet, 

Sil. A pretty period ! Well, I guess the sequel ; 
And yet 1 will not name it : — and yet 1 care not ; — 
And yet take this again ; — and yet I thank you ; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed, And yet you will ; and yet another yet. [Aside, 

Vol, What means your ladyship ? do you not like it ? 

Sil, Yes, yes ; the lines are very quaintly writ : 
But since unwillingly, take them again ; 
Nay, take them. 

VaL Madam, they are for you. 

5t7. Ay, ay ; you writ them, sir, at my request ; 
But I will none of them ; they are for you : 
I would have had them writ more movingly. 

VaL Pleadb you, PU write your ladyship another. 

iSi7. And, when it's writ, for my sake read it over : 
And, if it please you, so ; if not, why, so. 

VaL If it please me, madam ! what then ? 

5t7. Why, if it please you, take it for your labour ; 
And 80 good-morrow, servant. [Exit Sil. 

Speed, O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible. 
As a nose on a man's face, or a weathercock on a steeple ! 
}Ay master sues to her ; and she hath taught her suitor, 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor. 
O excellent device '. was there ever heard a better ? 
That my master, being scribe, to himself should write the 
letter ? 

VaL How now, sir ? what are you reasoning with yourself? 

Speed. Nay, I was rhyming; 'tis you that have the 
reason. 

VaL To do what ? 

Speed, To be a spokesman from madam Silvia. 

Vol. To whom? 
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speed. To yoanelf : why, she woes you by a 6?ure. 

Fal. VVh.it rijgnire ? 

Speed. B> a letter, I should say. 

FaL Whv, fihe hath not writ to me ? 

Speed. What need she, when she hath made you write 
to yourself .' Why, do you not perceive the jest ? 

f'a/. No, believe me. 

Speed, No behoving you, indeed, sir : But did you per- 
ceive her earnest ? 

Fal, She gave me none, except an angry word. 

Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter. 

Fal. That*s the letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed. And that letter hath she delivered, and there an 
end! 

Vol, I would it were no worse. 

Speed. I'll warrant you, 'tis as well : 
For often you have writ to her ; and the^ in modeity^ 
Or ehefor want of idle tinie, could not again reply ; 
Or fearing ehe tome messenger^ that might her mind dis- 
cover^ 
Herself hath taught htr lave himself to write unto her lover,'^ 
All this 1 speak in print ;* for in print I found it. — 
Why muse you, sir ? 'tis dinner time. 

Fal, I have dined. 

Speed, Ay, but hearken, sir : though the chamelion Love 
can feed on the air, I am one that am nourished by my 
victuals, and would fain have meat : O, be not like your 
mistress ; be moved, be moved. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IL 

Ferona. A room in Julia's house. EsUer Proteus and 

Julia. 

Pro, Have patience, gentle Julia. 
Jul. I must, where is no remedy. 
Pro, When possibly 1 can, 1 will return. 
Jul, If you turn not, you will return the sooner : 
Keep this remembrance for thy Julia's sake. 

[Giving a ring. 
Pro, Why then we'll make exchange ; here, take yon 

this. 
Jul. And seal the bargain with a holy kiss. 

lA) In frtnt metin irlM cMctiKf i. 6T££ VZV9. 
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Pro. Here is my hand for my tme constancy ; 
And when that hour o'er-slips me in the day. 
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake. 
The next ensuing hour some foul mischance 
Torment me for my love's forgetfulness ! 
My father stays my coming ; answer not ; 
The tide is now : nay, not the tide of tears ; 
That tide will stay me longer than 1 should : [Exit JvL* 
Jaha, farewell. — What ! gone without a word ? 
Ay, so true love should do : it cannot speak ; 
For truth hath better deeds, than words, to grace it 

Enter Panthiiio. 

Pant, Sir Proteus, you are stay'd for. 

Pro. Go ; 1 come, f come ; — 
Alas ! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. {Exenmi, 

SCENE III. 

T%€ same. A street. Enter Lauvce, leading a dog. 

Laun. Nay, 'twill be this hour ere I have dooe weep- 
ing ; all the kind of the Launces have this very &a]t : I 
have received my proportion, like the prodigioas son, and 
am going with sir Proteus to the Imperiu's court I 
think, Crab my dog be the sourest-natured dog that Uvea : 
my mother weeping, my father wailing, my sister cry- 
ing, our maid howHng, our cat wringing her hands, and 
all our house in a great perplexity, yet £d not this crael* 
hearted cur shed one tear : he is a stone, a reiy pebble- 
stone, and has no more pity in him than a dog : a Jew 
would have wept to have seen our parting ; why, my 
grandam having no eyes, look you, wept herself blind 
at my parting. Nay, Til show you the manner ef it : 
This shoe is my father;— no, this left shoe is my &- 
ther ; — ^no, no, this lefl shoe is my mother ; — nay, that 
cannot be so neither ; — ^yes, it is so, it is so ; it bath the 
worse r sole : This shoe, with the hole in it, is my oao- 
ther, and this my father ; A vengeance on't ! there 'tis : 
now, sir, this staff is my sister ; for, look you, she is • as 
white as a lily, and as small as a wand : this hat is Nan, 
onr maid ; I am the dog : — no, the dog is himself, and I 
am the dog, — O, the dog is me, and I am myself; ay, so, 
so. Now come I to my father ; Father^ your blessing ; b6w 
ahould not the shoe speak a word for weeping ; nowihoold 
i kiss my father \ well, be weeps on ."^-iiow come I la 
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mj mother, (O, that she could speak now!) like a 
wood woman ; — well, I kiss her ; — why there 'tis ; here's 



my mother's breath up and down : now come I t^ tnj 
sister ; mark the moan she makes : now the dog all tiii« 
while sheds not a tear, nor speaks a word ; but see how 
I lay the dust with my tears. 

Enter Pantiiino. 

Pant. Launce, away, away, aboard ; tRy master is ship- 
ped, and thou art to post after with oars. What's the mat- 
ter ? why weep'st thou, man ? Away, ass ; you will lose 
the tide, if you tarry any longer. 

Laun. It is no matter if the ty'd were lost ; for it is the 
unkindest ty'd that ever any man tyM. 

Pant. What's the unkindest tide ? 

Laun. Why, he that's ty'd here ; Crab, my dog. 

Pant. Tut, man, I mean thou'lt lose the flood ; and, in 
losing the flood, lose thy voyage ; and, in losing thy yoy- 
ag^, lose thy master; and, in losing thy master, lose thj 

service ; and, in losing thy service, Why dost them 

stop my mouth ? 

Laun. For fear thou should'st lose thy tongue. 

Para. Where should I lose my tongue ? 

Laun, In thy tale. 

Pant. In thy tail ? 

Laun. Lose the tide, and the T03rage, and the master, 
and the service ? The tide ! — Why, man, if the riv« r r.erc 
diy, I am able to fill it with my tears ; if the wind wore 
down, I could drive the boat with my sighs. 

Pant. Come, come away, man ; I was sent to call thee. 

Laun. Sir, call me what thou darest. 

Pant. Wilt thou go ? 

Laun. Well, I will go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Milan. An apartment in the Dvht^s palace. Enter VAUur- 
TIRE, Silvia, Thvrio, and Speed. 



Si7. Servant- 



Fa/. Mistress ? 

Speed. Master, sir Thurio frowns on you. 

Vol, Ay, boy. it's for love. 

&oeed. Not of you. 

Falm Of my mistress then. 

Speed. 'Twere good, you knocked him. 

Vol. I. 12 
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Sil, Scnrant, yoa are sad. 

FoL Indeed, madam, I seem so. 

Thu, Seem you that jou are not ? 

Fal. Haply, I do. 

Thu, So do counterfeits. 

P^al, So do you. 

Thu. What seem I, that I am not ? 

Fal. Wise. 

77^11. What instance of the contrary ? 

Fa/. Your folly. 

Thu, And how quote you my folly ? 

f^aL I quote it in your jerkm.* 

Thu, My jerkin is a doublet. 

Fal, Well, then, I'll double your folly. 

Thu. How ? 

Sil. What, antpry, sir Thurio ? do yon change coloar? 

Fill. Give him leave, madam ; he is a kind of chamelioiL 

Thu, That hath more mind to feed on your blood, thia 
live in your air. 

Fal, You have said. sir. 

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. 

FaL I know it well, sir ; you always end ere yon begin. 

Sil. A tine volley of words, gentlemen, and quickly thotolL 

Fal, 'Tis indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 

Sil. Who is that, servant ? 

F'al. Yourself, sweet lady ; for yoa gave the fire : fir 
Thurio borrows his wit from your ladyship's looks, and 
spends what he borrows, kindly in your company. 

Thu, Sir, if you spend word for word with me, I shaO 
make your wit bankrupt 

Fal, I know it well, sir : you have an exchequer of 
wordff, and, 1 think, no other treasure to g^ve your follow- 
ers ; for it appears by their bare liveries, that they live by 
your bare words. 
SU. No more, gentlemen, no more ; here comes my father. 

Enter Duel. 

Duke, Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard beset. 
Sir Valentine, your father^s in good health : 
What say you to a letter from your friends 
Of much good news ? 

Fal, My lord, I will be thankful 

[5] To qmoU m to ufrfrrve. STIIEVENS — Valeatioe in hit answer |flan 
tfce word» wbicb wu prooouoced m if written Mot MALONK. 
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To any happy messenger from thence. 

Dvk^, Know you Don Antonio, your countryman ? 

VaL Ay, mv good lord, I know the gentleman 
To be of worth, and worthy estimation, 
And not without desert so well reputed. 

Duke, Hath he not a son ? 

VaL ky^ my good lord ; a son, that well deserves 
The honour and regard of such a father. 

Duke, You know him well ? 

Val, \ knew him, as myself; for from our infancy 
We have conversed, and spent our hours together : 
And though myself have been an idle truant, 
Omitting the sweet benefit of time, 
To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection ; 
Yet hath sir Proteus, for that's his name. 
Made use and fair advantage of his days ; 
His years but young, but his experience old ; 
His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe ; 
And, in a word, (for far behind his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow,) 
He is complete in feature, and in mind. 
With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

Duke, Beshrew me, sir, but, if he make this g^od. 
He is as worthy for an empress' love. 
As meet to be an emperor's counsellor. 
Well, sir ; this gentleman is come to me. 
With commendation from great potentates ; 
And here he means to spend his time awhile : 
1 think, 'tis no unwelcome news to you. 

VaL Should 1 have wish'd a thing, it had been be. 

Duke, Welcome him then according to his worth ; 
Silvia, I speak to you ; and you, sir Thtirio : — 
For Valentine, I need not 'cite him to it :^ 
I'll send him hither to you presently. [Exit Duke. 

VaL This is the gentleman, I told your ladyship, 
Had come along with me, but that his mistress 
Did hold his eyes lock'd in her crystal looks. 

SiL Belike, that now she hath enfranchis'd them 
Upon some other pawn for fealty. 

VaL Nay, sure, I think, she holds them prisoners still. 

SiL Nay, then he should be bhnd ; and, being blind, 
How could he see his wav to seek out >ou ? 



lS]i.e incite hhA to H. M ALONE. 
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Fal, Why, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes. 

Thu. They say, that love hath not aa eye at alL 

Fal. To see such lovers, Thario, at yourself; 
Upon a homely object love can wink. 

Enter Proteus. 

Sil, Have done, have done ; here comes the gentleman. 

Fal, Welcome, dear Proteus !^Mistress, I bfiseech yoa, 
Confirm his welcome with some special favour. 

Sil. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither. 
If this be he you oft have wished to hear from. 

Fal. Mistress, it is : sweet lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship. 

Sil. Too low a mistress for so high a servant 

Pro. Not so, sweet lady ; but too mean a servant 
To have a look of such a worthy mistress. 

Fal. Leave off discourse of disability :— » 
Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant. 

Pro. My duty will I boast of, nothing else. 

iSt7. And duty never yet did want his meed ; 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthless mistress 

Pro. ril die on him that says so, but yoorseUl 

Sil. That you are welcome ? 

Pro. No ; that you are worthless. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Madam, my lord your fether would speak with yo«. 

i$i7. ril wait upon his pleasure. [Exit S^rv.]— Come, 
sir Thurio, 
Go with me : — Once more, new servant, welcome : 
ril leave you to confer of home -affairs ; 
When you have done, we look to hear from you. 

Pro. We'll both attend upon your ladyship. 

Exeunt Sil. Thu. and SrcED. 

Val. Now, tell me, how do all from whence you came t 

Pro. Your friends are well, and have them much com- 
mended. 

Fal. And how do yours ? 

Pro, I left them all in health. 

Fal. How does your lady ? and how thrives your love f 

Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you ; 
I know, you joy not in a love -discourse. 

Fal. Ay, Protens, but that life is alter'd now : 
I have done penance for contemning love ; 
Whose high imperious thoughts have punish'd me 
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With bitter &8t», with penitential groans. 

With nightly tears, and daily heart-sore sighs ; 

For, in revenge of my contempt of love. 

Love hath chas'd sleep from my enthralled eyes. 

And made them watchers of mine own hearths sorrow. 

O, gentle Proteus, love's a mighty lord ; 

And hath so humbled me, as, 1 confess. 

There is no woe to his correction. 

Nor, to his service, no such joy on earth ! 

Now, no discourse, except it be of love ; 

Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep. 

Upon the very naked name of love. 

Pro, Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye : 
Was this the idol that you worship so ? 

VaL Even she ; and is she not a heavenly saint ? 

Pro. No ; hut she is an earthly paragon. 

VaL Call her divine. 

Pro. I will not (latter her. 

Fal. O, flatter me ; for love delights in praises. 

Pro. When I was sick, you gave mc bitter pills ; 
And I must 'minister the like to you. 

Fal. Then speak the truth by her ; if not divine, 
Yet let her be a principaUty, 
Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 

Pro. Except my mistress. 

Val. Sweet, except not any ; 
Except thou wilt except against my love. 

Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own ? 

Fal. And I will help thee to prefer her too : 
She shall be dignified with this high honour, — 
To bear my lady's train ; lest the base earth 
Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss. 
And, of so great a favour growing proud. 
Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower, 
And make rough winter everlastingly. 

Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this? 

Fal. Pardon me, Proteus : all I can, is nothing 
To her, whose worth makes other worthies nothing ; 
She is alone. 

Pro. Then let her alone. 

Val. Not for the world : why, man, she is mine own ; 
And 1 as rich in having such a jewel. 
As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl, 
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The water nectar, and the rck^ pure fold. 
Forgive me, that 1 do not dream on thee, 
hv' .iii!*e thou s*ee«t me doat upon my love. 
M\ foolish rival, that her father likes, 
Onis for hia posMessions are bo huge, 
1h s^one with her along ; and 1 must afVer, 
For love, thou ktiow'st, is full of jealousy. 

Pro. But she loves you t 

VaL Ay, an<l we are hetroth*d ; 
Kav, more, our marriage hour, 
Vi'vh all the cunning manner of our flight, 
DoterminM of: how I must climh her window; 
Tlie ladder made of cords ; and all the means 
Plotted ; and Agreed on, for my happiness. 
Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber. 
In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel. * 

Pro. Go on before ; 1 shall inquire you forth : 
I m'Ht unto the road, to disembark 
Some necessaries that I needs must use ; 
.Viid then 1*11 ])n^sently attend you. 

VuL Will )ou make haste ? 

Pr,. I nill.— [Exit Val. 

Even iLs one heat another heat expels. 
Or as one nail by strength drives out another. 
So the remembrance of my former love 
Is by a newer object quite forgotten. 
Is it mine eye, or Valentinus' praise, 
HcTtrue perfection, or my false transgression. 
That makes me, reasonless, to reason thus ? 
She's fair ; and so is Julia, that 1 love ; — 
That 1 did love, for now my love is thaw'd ; 
Which, like a waxen image "gainst a fire,^ 
Bears no impression of tlie thing it was. 
Methinks, my zeal to Valentine is cold ; 
And that I love him not, as 1 was wont : 
O ! b!it 1 love his lady too, too much ; 
And that's the reason I love him so little. 
How shall I dote on her with more advice, 



[7] Alhuiinz to the Asurex made by witrhesi, m repreteotativct of 
tbev (lehiKo to torrneat or (le<«troy. h'TKE VENS. 

Kiof Jsme* ucrihes tb««e imagei to the devil, in hit treatiae of DsmoaolnKie: 
•* toitoiaeothen at ihe<e tioicti he tearheth bow to make picturM of waxe or daya. 
that by the ma'ttin? f hereof the nerM»iM that tbev bear the nane of may be co»> 
tinually melted, and drie<i away by cootiuual bicVoesw.* See Serviiis oo the ftk 
Eclogue of Virgil, Theocritus Idyl a. 28. Hudibne, p. 8. 1. 3. ▼. 331. 8. W. 
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That thus without advice begin to love her? 

'Tis but her picture I have yet beheld,* 

And that hath dazzled my reason's hght ; 

But when I look on her perfections, 

There is no reason but 1 shall be blind. 

If I can check my erring love, 1 will; 

If xK)t9 to compass her I'll use my skill. [£rtiti 

SCENE V. 

Tke same. A street. Enter Speed and Lavnce. 

Speed. Launce ! by mine honesty, welcome to Milan. 

LMun. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth ; for 1 am 
not welcome. I reckon this always — that a mantis 
never undone, till he be hanged ; nor never welcome to a 
place, till some certain shot be paid, and the hostess say^ 
welcome. 

Speed. Come on, you mad-cap. Til to the alehouse with 
yon presently ; where, for one shot of five pence, thoa 
shalt have five thousand welcomes. But, sirrah, how did 
thy master part with madam Julia ? 

Laun. Marry, afler they closed in earnest, they parted 
very fairly in jest. 

Speed. But shall she marry him ? 

Laun, No. 

Speed. How then ? Shall he marry her ? 

Liaun. No, neither. 

Speed. What, are they broken ? 

Laun. No, they are both as whole as a fish. 

Speed. Why then, how stands the matter with them ? 

Laun. Marry, thus ; when it stands well with him, it 
stands well with her. 

Speed. What an ass art thou ! I understand thee aot. 

Laun. What a block art thou, that thou canst not; 
My staflf understands me. 

Speed. What thou say'st ? 

Laun. Ay, and what I do too : look thee, Til but lean, 
and my staff understands me. 

Speed. It stands under thee, indeed. 

Laun. Why, stand under and understand is all one. 

Speed. But tell me true, wiU't be a match ? 

(8] I believe Proteus menm, that, as yet, be bad seeo only her outward form, 
•rttbout ha\ins knoivo her loos eaoiigh to have aov acquaintance with her mind. 

■ gTEEVENS 
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Laun. Askngrdog: if he saj, aj, it will; if hemjyiio, 
it will ; if he shake his tail, and Mj nothing, it will. 

&>fe(f. The conclusion is then, that it will. 

Laun. Thou shalt never get such a secret frommeybuC 
by a parable. 

Speed. *Tis well that I get it so. But, Laonce, how 
laj^st thou, that my master is become a notable lover ? 

Laun. 1 never knew him otherwise. 

Speed. Than how ? 

Laun. A notable lubber, as thou reportest him to be. 

Speed. Why, thou whorseson ass, thou mistakest me. 

iMun. Why, fool, I meant not thee ; 1 meant thy master. 

Speed. 1 tell thee, my master is become a hot lover. 

Lann. Why, I tell thee, I care not though he bum him* 
self in love. If thou wilt go with mc to the alehouse, so; 
if not, thou art an Hebrew, a Jew. and not worth the name 
of a Christian. 

Speed. Why ? 

iMun. Because thou hast not so much charity in thee, 
jr< to go to the ale' with a Christian : Wilt thou go ? 

Sptrd. At thy service. lExewnL 

SCENE VI. 
The same. An apartment in the palace. Enter Protws. 

Pro. To leave roy Julia, shall I be forsworn ; 
To love fair Silvia, shall 1 be forsworn ; 
To wronj^ my friend, 1 shall be much forsworn ; 
And even that power, which gave me first my oath, 
Provokes me to tliis threefold perjury, 
liovc bade mc swear, and love bids me forswear : 

sweet-suggesting love, if thou hast sinn'd. 
Teach mc, thy tempted subject, to excuse it. 
At tirst 1 did adore a twinkling star, 

But now I worship a ci'leslial sun. 

Unheedful vohh may hecdfully be broken ; 

And he wants wit, that wants resolved will 

To loam his wit to exchange the bad for better.— 

Fyc, lye, unreverend tong^ue ! to call her bad, 

Whose sovereignty so oil thou hast preferr'd 

W^ith twenty thousand soul-confirming oatlis. 

1 cannot leave to love, and yet I do ; 

??] Ala were aerry mcctiosa inaUtuteU iacoootry pUeei. STEIVSI'S. 
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But there I leare to loye» where I should lore. 

Julia I lose, and Valentuie I lose i 

If I keep them, I needs must lose my^lf ; 

If 1 lose them, thus find I by their loss, 

For Valentine, myself; for Julia, Silvia. 

I to myself am dearer than a friend ; 

For love is still more precious in itself: 

And Silvia, witness heaven, that made her fair I 

Shews Julia but a swarthy Ethiope. 

1 will forget that Julia is aUve, 

Remembering that my love to her is dead ; 

And Valentine Til hold an enemy, 

Aiiging at Silvia as a sweeter friend. 

I cannot now prove constant to myself. 

Without some treachery usM to \ alentine :-• 

This night, he meaneth with a corded ladder 

To climb celestial Silvia's chamber-window ; 

Myself in counsel, his competitor :* 

Now presently TU give her father notice 

Of their disguising, and pretended flight ; 

Who, all enrag'd, will banish Valentine ; 

For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter : 

But, Valentine being gone, I'll quickly cross. 

By some sly trick, blunt Thurio's dull proceeding. 

Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swifl, 

As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift ! [Exii» 

SCENE VII. 
Ferona. A roam in Julia's house, Enter Julia OfMi 

LUCETTA. 

Jul. Counsel, Lucetta ; gentle gid, assist me i 

And, even in kind love, I do conjure thee,— 

Who art the table wherein all my thoughts 

Are visibly char&cter'd and engrav'd,^ 

To lesson me ; and tell me some good mean. 

How, with my honour, I may undeitake 

A journey to my loving Proteus. 
Luc, Alas ! the way is wearisome and long, 
Jul, A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary 

To measure kingdoms with his feeUe steps ; 

Much less shall she, that hath love's wings to fly ; 

( I ] Competitor la tifUiToU, •tHttni, partmr. STEfiV ENS. 

14 Vol. I. 
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And when the flight is made to one so dear, 
Of such divine perfection, as sir Proteus. 

Lmc, Better forbear, till Proteus make return. 

Jul. O, know'st thou not, his looks are mj souFs food ? 
Pitj the dearth that I have pinM in, 
By longing for tliat food so long a time. 
Didst thou but know the inly touch of love. 
Thou would^st as soon go kindle lire with snow. 
As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 

Luc, 1 do not seek to quench your lovers hot fire ; 
But qualify the fire*s extreme rage. 
Lest it should bum above the bounds of reason. 

Jul, The more thou dam'st it up, the more it buns; 
The current, that with gentle murmur glides. 
Thou know'flt, being stopped, impatiently doth rage \ 
But, when his fair course is not hindered. 
He makes sweet music with th* enamel'd stones. 
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 
And so by many winding nooks he strays^ 
With willing sport, to the wild ocean*. 
Then let me go, and hinder not my course : 
ril be as patient as a gentle stream. 
And make a pastime of each weary step. 
Till the last step have brought me to my love ; 
And there Til rest, as, aAer much turmoil, 
A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

Lmc. But in what habit will you go along ? 

Jul. Not like a woman ; for I would prevent 
The loose encounters of lascivious men : 
Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds 
As may beseem some well-reputed page. 

Luc. Why then your ladyship must cut your hair. 

Jul. No, girl ; V\\ knit it up in silken strings, 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots : 
To be fantastic may become a youth 
Of greater time than I shall show to be. 

tjuc. What fashion, madam, shall 1 make your breeches! 

Jul. That fits as well, as — *' tell me, good my lord, 
*' What compass will you wear your farthingale ?" 
Why, even that fashion thou best lik*st, Lucetta. 

Luc, You must needs have them with a cod-piece, 
madam. 
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Jul, Out, out, Lucetta ! that will be ill-favonrt. 

Luc. A round hose, madam, now's not worth a pin^ 
Unless you have a cod-piece to stick pins on. 

Jul, Lucetta, as thou lov^st me, let me have 
What thou think^st meet, and is most mannerly : 
But tell me, wench, how frill the world repute me^ 
For undertaking so unstaid a journey ? 
I fear me, it will make me scandalized. 

Luc, If you think so, then stay at home, and go not. 

Jul. Nay, that 1 will not. 

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go. 
If Proteus like your journey, when you come. 
No matter who's displeasM, when you arc gone : 
I fear me, he will scarce be pleasM withal. 

Jid, That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear : 
A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears, 
And instances as inlinitc of love. 
Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men. 

Jul, Base men, that use them to so base efifect ! 
But truer stars did govern Proteus' birth : 
His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 
His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 
His tears, pure messengers sent from his heart ; 
His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from earth. 

Luc, Pray heaven, he prove so, when you come to him! 

Jul. Now, as thou lov'st me, do him not that wrong. 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth : 
Only deserve my love, by loving him ; 
And presently go with me to my chamber, 
To take a note of what I stand in need of, 
To furnish me upon my longing journey. 
All that is mine 1 leave at thy dispose, 
My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 
Only, in lieu thereof, despatch me hence : 
Come, answer not, but do it presently ; 
I am impatient of my tarhance. [ExeunU 
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ACT III. 

SCENE L'^'-Milan. An anti-room in tki Dubt*i poUee*^ 
Enter Dvkb» Thu&io, amd P&OTEUt. 

Dvkt. 
SIR Thurio, give as Icaye, I pray, awhile ; 
We have some Hecrets to coDfer about — [Elxii Tbv. 
Now, tell me, Proteus, whaf s your will with me ? 

Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would discover. 
The law of friendship bids me to conceal : 
But, when I call to mind your gracious favoon 
Done to me, undeserving as I am, 
My duty pricks me on to utter that 
Which else no worldly good should draw from m6* 
Know, worthy prince, sir Valentine, my friend, 
This night intends to steal away your daughter ; 
Myself am one made privy to the plot. 
I know, you have determinM to bestow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates; 
And should she thus be stolon away from you. 
It would be much vexation to your age. 
Thus, for my duty's sake, I rather chose 
To cross my friend in his intended drift, . 
Than, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A pack of sorrows, which would press you down. 
Being unpre vented, to your timeless grave. 

Duke. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest care; 
Which to requite, command me while I live. 
This love of theirs myself have oflen seen, 
Haply, when they have judg'd me fast asleep ; 
And oftentimes have purposed to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company, and my court : 
But, fearing lest my jealous aim might err. 
And so, unworthily, disgrace the man, 

SA rashness that I ever yet have shunh'd,) 
gave him gentle looks ; thereby to find 
That which thyself hast now disclosed to me. 
And, that thou may*st perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested, 
I nightly lodge her in an upper tower. 
The key whereof myself have ever kept ; 
And thence she camiot be conveyM away. 
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Pro. Know, noUe lord, they bare devis'd a mean 
How he her chamber window will ascend. 
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ; 
For which the youthful lover now is gone, 
And this way comes he with it presently ; 
Where, if it please you, you may intercept him. 
But, good my lord, do it so cunningly, 
That my discovery be not aimed at ; 
For love of you, not hate unto my friend, 
Hath made me publisher of this pretence.* 

Dvke, Upon mine honour, he shall never know 
That 1 had any light from thee of this. 

Pro. Adieu, my lord ; sir Valentine is coming. [ExU» 

Enter 'Valentine. 

Duke, Sir Valentine, whither away so fast? 

FaL Please it your grace, there is a messenger 
That stays to bear my letters to my friends. 
And I am going to deliver them. 

Duke, Be they of much import? 

Vol, The tenor of them doth but signify 
My health, and happy being at your court. 

Duke, Nay, then no matter ; stay with me awhile i 
I am to break with the« of some ajQairs, 
That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret. 
'Tis not unknown to thee, that I have sought 
To match my friend, sir Thurio, to my daughter. 

Ful, I know it well, my lord ; and, sure, the matcl^ 
Were rich and honourable ; besides, the gentleman 
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualities 
Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter : 
Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ? 

Duke. No, trust me ; she is peevish, sullen, froward^ 
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty ; 
Neither regarding that she is my child, 
Nor fearing me as if I were her father : 
And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers. 
Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her; 
And, where I thought the remnant of mine age 
Should have been cherish'd by her child-like duty, 
1 now am full resolv'd to takte a wife, 
And turn her out to who will take her in : 
Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower; 

li]fr4tnKiia design, 6TEEV^ 
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For mc and my possessions she esteems not. 

r«/. Wliat would your grace have me to do in this ? 

Dtike, There is a lady, sir, in Milan, here, 
Whom I affect ; but she is nice and coy, . 
And nought esteems my aged eloquence : 
Now, tfierefore, would I have thee to my tutor, 
{VoT long agon I have forgot to court : 
nesides, the fashion of the time is chang*d ;) 
How, and whicii way, I may bestow myself, 
To br regarded in her sun-bright eye. 

raL Win her with gifts, if she respect not words ; 
Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind, 
Mort> than quick words, do move a woman^s mind. 

Duke, but she did scorn a present that 1 sent her. 

^iil, A woman sometimes scorns what best contents her: 
Send her another ; never give her o'er; 
For scorn at tiT><t makes afler-love the more. 
If she do frown, 'tis not in hate of you, 
But ruth«ir to beget more love in you : 
If ^llo do chide, 'tis not to have you gone ; 
For why, the fools are mad, if left alone. 
Take no repulse, wliatever she doth say ; 
For, i^et you goiie^ she doth not mean azeay : 
Flati<*r, and praise, commend, extol their g^ces; 
Thu'jgh ne'er so black, say, they have angels' faces. 
That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man, 
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Duke, But she, I mean, is promised by her friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth ; 
And kept severely from resort of men. 
That no num hath access by day to her. 

Fal. Why then 1 would resort to her by night. 

Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock'd, and keys kept safe* 
That no man hath recourse to her by night. 

I'al. What lets, but one may enter at her window? 

Duke. Her chamber is alofl, far from the ground ; 
And built so slielving that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his life. 

P'a!. Why then, a ladder, quaintly made of cords^ 
To cast up with a pair of anchoring hooks. 
Would serve to scale another Hero's tower. 
So hold Loander would adventure it. 
p Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood. 
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Advise mo where I may have such a ladder. 

ruL Whi^n would you use it ! pray, sir, tell me that. 

Dnkc, Tiiis wry nip^ht ; for love is like a child, 
Thai lons;.s f^>r every thin«^ that he can come by. 

ra!. hy seven o'clock Til g-et you such a ladder. 

iJuhe. Hut, hark thee ; I will go to her alone ; 
How shall 1 best convey the ladder thither .' 

fa!. It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it 
Under a cloak, that is of any length. 

Dxiize, A cloak as long as thine will serve the turn ? 

Val. Ay, my good lord. 

Duke, Then let me see thy cloak ; 
ril get me one of such another length. 

Val. ^V tiy, any cloak will serve the turn, my lord. 

Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak ?-^ 
I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me. — 
What letter is this same ? What's here 1-^To Silvia? 
And here an engine rit lor my proceeding! 
ril be so hold to break the seal for once. [Read*. 

My thoughts do harbour Xirilh my Silvia niqktiy ; 

And slaves they are to me, that send them flying : 
0, coidd their vMixter come and go as lightly, 

llim^c[f n'ould lod^e, where senseless they are lying. 
My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest them ; 

While /, their king, that thither them imp6rtune. 
Do curse the grace that -with such grace hath bless d themp 

Because my self do want my servants* fortune : . 
I ci/rse myself, for they are sent by m«, 
IVtat they should harbour where Uieir lord should be» 

Whafs here ? 

Silvia^ this niQ^ht I will enfranchise thee : 

*Tis so ; and here's the ladder for the purpose. — 

Why, Phapton, (for thou art Merops' son,)* 

W^ilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car, 

Ax\i\ with thy daring folly hum the world ? 

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee ? 

Go, base intruder! over- weening slave! 

Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates ; 

And think, my patience, more than thy desert, 

Is privilege for thy departure hence : 

Thank me for this, more than for all the favours, 



\p, I TLoj Hi r.af^ton in thy rd<;jiK*si«, b;it without his prcteniiiODS ; thou ait not 
the don of a (iivimiy , liiit a terra JiltHs, a It^w-born irretcb ; Men^ is thy tn^Cl.* 
Uii^r, TiiUii vrhom riiaolou ivsir^iAc)/ reproached. iOHN6. 
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Which, all too much, I have bestow'd on thee. 

But if thou linger in my terntoriefl> 

Longer than swiAest expedition 

Will give thee time to leave our royal court. 

By heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the loTO 

I ever bore my daughter, or thyself. 

Begone, I will not hear thy vain excuse, 

But, as thou lov^st thy life, make speed firom hence. 

[ExUDva., 
Vol. And why not death, rather than living torment! ^ 
To die, is to be banish^ from myself; 
And Silvia is myself: banish'd from her, 
Is self from self; a deadly banishment ! 
What light is light, if Silvia be not seen ? 
What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 
Unless it be to think that she is bv, 
And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 
Except I be by Silvia in the night, 
There is no music in the nightingale ; 
Unless I look on Silvia in the day. 
There is no day for me to look upon : 
She is my essence ; and I leave to be, 
If 1 be not by her fair influence 
Foster'd, illumin'd, cherish'd, kept alive. 
I fly not death, to fly is deadly doom : 
Tarry I here, I but attend on death ; 
But, fly 1 hence, I fly away from life. 

Enter Proteus and Lavhcb. 
Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him oat. 
JLatin. So-ho ! so-ho ! 
Pro. What seest thou ? 

Laun. Him we go to find : there's not a hair oa'abead, 
but *tis a Valentine. 
Pro. Valentine ? 
Vol. No. 

Pro. Who then? his spirit ? 
Fal. Neither. 
Pro. What then? 
Fal. Nothing. 

Ijaun. Can nothing speak! master, shall I strike t 
Pro. Whom wouldst thou strike ? 
[jaun. Nothing. 
J^ro. Villain, forbear. 
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Laun, Why, air, I'll strike nothing : I pray yon, — 

Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear: — Friend Valentine, a word. 

VaU My ears are stopped, and cannot hear good news, 
So much of bad already hath possessed them. 

Pro. Then in dumb silence Mill 1 bury mine. 
For they are harsh, untunable, and bad. 

Fal. Is Silvia dead ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Fal. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia '~ 
Hath she forsworn me ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

VaL No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn me ! — 
What is your news ? 

Laun. Sir, there's a proclamation that you are vanished. 

Pro. That thou art banish'd, O, that's the news ; 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend. 

Fal. O, I have fed upon this woe already, 
And now excess of it will make me surfeit. 
Doth Silvia know that I am banish*d ? 

Pro. Ay, ay ; and she hath offer 'd to the doom, 
(Which, unrevers'd, stands in effectual force,) 
A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears : 
Those at her father's churlish feet she tender'd ; 
With them, upon her knees, her humble self ; 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became them^ 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe : 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up. 
Sad sighs, <}eep groans^or silver-shedding tears, 
Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire ; 
£ut Valentine, if he be ta'en, must die. 
Besides, her intercession chaf'd him so, 
When she for thy repeal was suppliant. 
That to close prison he commanded her. 
With many bitter threats of 'biding there. 

Fed. No more ; unless the next word that thou speak'st. 
Have some malignant power upon my life : 
If so, 1 pray thee, breathe it in mine ear. 
As ending anthem of my endless dolour.. 

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou canst not help, 
And study help for that which thou lament'st. 
Time is the nurse and breeder of all good. 
Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love ; 
Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life. 

Vol. I. K ^ 
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Hope is a lorer's staff ; walk hence with tliat, 
And manage it as^ainst despairing thoughts. 
Thy letters may he here, though thou art hence ; 
Which, being writ to me, shall be deliverM 
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love/ 
The time now serves not to expostulate : 
Come, I'll convey thee through the city gate ; 
And, ere 1 part with thee, confer at larg^ 
Of all that may concern thy love-affairs : 
As thou lov'st Silvia, though not for thyself. 
Regard thy danger, and along with me. 

Fal. I pray thee, Launce, an if thou seest my boj. 
Bid him make ha.ste, and meet me at the north-gate. 

Pro. Go, sirrah, find him out. — Come, Valentine. 

Fal. O my dear Silvia ! hapless Valentine ! 

[Exeunt Val. and Pro. 

Laun. 1 am but a fool, look you ; and yet I have the 
wit to think, mv master is a kind of knave : but that's 
all one, if he be but one knave. He lives not now, that 
knows me to be in love : yet 1 am in love ; but a team 
of horse »ihal] not pluck that from me ;* nor who 'tis 1 
Iovr>, and yet 'tis a woman : but that woman, I will not 
tell m\se)f ; and yet 'tis a milk-maid : yet His not a maid, 
for «he hath had gossips : yet 'tis a maid, for she is her 
master's maid, and serves for wages. She hath more 
qualities than a water-spaniel, — which is much in a bare 
Christian. Here is the cat-log [Pulling out a paper] of 
her corj<!itions. Imprimis, Sht c(M fetch and carry. Why, 
a horse can do no more ; nay, a horse cannot fetch, but 
only carry ; therefore, is she better than a jade. Item, 
SJie can milk ; look you, a sweet virtue in a maid with 
clean hands. 

Enter Speed. 
Speed. IIow now, signior Launce ? what news with 
your mastership ? 

Laun, With my master's ship ? why, it is at sea. 

[4] TrifliDK u the rrinirk may appear, before the meaoinf of this mUdrtst fT Ift- 
iert to tke bosom of a mlttrett can be umlentoo'.', it should be knows ttat wooma 
aarieutly had a pocket io the fore part of their atays, io which they not ooly car* 
ried Jove-ietters aod love-tokeos, but even their maney and material* for needle 
work. In many paHa ot Enjtlaod the rustic damsels still obserre the aame prac- 
tice ; and a very old lady ioforma me that she remembers, when It was the tehioQ 
to wpsr promioeot Mtays, it waK u less the custom for strata^fem aod ^bUBtry te 
drop it's literary favours within the front of them. STEEVENS. 

[5] 1 see bow Valentine bu.i'ers for teUiog hit loveiecreti. ttelffoct 1 «8i 
ketp mloe close. JOHNSON. ^^ ^ 
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Speed. Well, jour old vice still; mistake tbd word: 
What news then in your paper ? 

Laun. The blackest news that erer thou heard'st. 

Speed, Why, man, how black? 

Laun, Why, as black as ink. 

Speed. Let me read them. 

Laun. Fye on thee, jolt-head ; thou canst not read. 

Speed. Thou liest, I can.- 

Laun. I will try thee : Tell me this : Who begot thee ? 

Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather. 

Laun. O illiterate loiterer 1 it was the son of thy grand- 
mother : this proves, that thou canst not read. 

Speed. Come, fuol, come : try me in thy paper. 

Laun. There ; and St. Nicholas* be thy speed ! 

Speed, imprimis. She can milk. 

Laun. A\ , that she can. 

Speed. Item, She brews good ale. 

Liun. And thereof comes the proverb, — Blessing of 
your heart, you brew good ale. 

Speed. Item, Ske can sew. 

Laun. That^s as much as to say, Can she so ? 

Speed, item, She can knit. 

Laun. What need a man care for a stock with a wench, 
when she can knit bim a stock ? 

Speed. Item, Sfie can wash and scour. 

Laun. A special virtue ; for then she need not be wash- 
ed and scoured. 

Speed. Item, She can spin. 

Laun. Then may I set the world on wheels, when she 
can spin for her living. 

&feed. Item, She hath many nameless virtues. 

Laun. That's as much as to say, bastard virtues ; that, 
indeed, know not their fathers, and therefore have no 
names. 

Speed. Here follow her vices. 

Laun. Close at the heels of her virtues. 

Speed. Item, She is not to be kissed fastings in respect of 
her breath. 

Laun. Well, that fault may be mended with a break- 
last : Read on. 



[6] St. Nicholas presided over srhol&rs, who were therefore t>allc<: St Nichala$'s 
tUrkt. Hence, by a quibble be!»«een I^icboljui &u<i Old \ick, bijilt«'iv.'u<^n, in t.ie 
First Part of Hcnj y the Fourth, are callcvl A#cAu/aj'* ai rki . W A iUi I ' R T'J X . 



(SO TWO 6ZVTLE1CE2V iCT UJL 

Spe#J. Item, 5%€ ^^ a noeet tnouthJ 

Caun. That makes amends for her sour breath. 

&[>€ed. Item, 67<e c/o^ to/ib tn her sleep, 

Laun. It's oo matter for that, so she sleep not in her 
talk. 

Speed. Item, She is slow in words, 

Laun, O villain, that set this down among her vices ! 
To be slow in words, is a woman's only virtue : 1 praj 
thee, out withU ; and place it for her chief virtue. 

Speed, item, She is proud, 

Laun, Out with that too ; it was Eve's legacy, and can* 
Dot be ta'cn from her. 

Speed, Item, She hath no teeth. 

Laun, I care not ibr that neither, because I love crusts. 

Speed, Item, She is curst, 

Laun, Well ; the best is, she hath no teeth to bite. 

Speed, Item, She will often praise her liquor,* 

Laun, If her liquor be good, she shall : if she will not, 
I will ; for good things should be praised. 

Speed, Item, She is too liberal,^ 

Laun, Of her tongue she cannot ; for that's writ down 
she is slow of: of her pi^rse she shall not ; for that TU 
keep shut : now, of another thing she may ; and that 1 
cannot help. Well, proceed. 

Speed, Item, She hath more hair than trtY,* and mori 
faults than hairs^ and more wealth than faults, 

Laun, Stop there ; Til have her : she was mine, and 
not mine, twice or thnce in that last article : Rehearso 
that once more. 

Speed, Item, iS^e hath more hair than wity — 

Laun, More hair than wit, — it may be ; Til prove it : 
The cover of the salt hides the salt, and therefore it is 
roorc than the salt ; the hair that covers the wit, is more 
than the wit ; for the greater hides the less. .What't 
next I 

Speed, — And more faults than hairSy-^^ 

Laun, That's monstrous : O, that that were oat ! 

Speed, — And more wealth than faults, 

Laun, Why, that word makes the faults gracious : 

[7] This 1 Uke to be the stme wjtb what hnow Ytilcarlv called a ifvcel (Mtt, t 
luxurious (!eflire of dainties aod tmeet meats. JOHNSON. 

[81 That ifi. shew hn« well libe likes H by driakiog often. JOHNSON. 

I9l Liberal, is lirentious aod grrmn in laDKuage. JOHNSON 

[ij Ab old Eii];lish proverb. Fee Ray's CoUectioD : 

*' BiKb oatuftl, mart A«fr thun wiV* 8T£fiTi 
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Well, ril have her : And if it be a match, as nothing is 
impossible, — 

Speed. What then? 

Laun, Why, then I will tell thee, — that thy ihastef 
Stays for thee at the north gate. 

Speed, For me ? 

Laun. For thee ? ay ; who art thou ? he hath staid for 
« better man than thee. 

Speed. And must I go to him ? 

Laun. Thou must run to him, fer thou hast staid so 
long, that going will scarce serve the turn. 

Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner? 'pox of your 
love-letters ! [Exit. 

Laun. Now will he be swinged for reading my letter : 
An unmannerly slave, that will thrust himself into secrets! 
--*-ril after, to rejoice in the boy's correction. [Exit, 

SCENE II. 

2%e same. A room in the Dvke*$ palace. Enter Dvke and 

Thurio ; Proteus behind. 

Dvke. Sir Thurio, fear not, but that she will love yoo. 
Now Valentine is banish'd from her sight. 

Thu. Since his exile she hath despis'd me most, 
Forsworn my company, and rail'd at me. 
That I am dejsperate of obtaining her. 

Duke. This weak impress of love is as a figure 
Trenched in ice ;* which with an hour's heat 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form. 
A little time will melt her frozen thoughts. 
And worthless Valentine shall be forgot. — 
How now, sir Proteus ? Is your countryman, 
According to our proclamation, gone ? 

Pro. Gone, my good lord. 

Duke*. My daughter takes his going grievously. 

Pro. A httle time, my lord, will kill that grrief. 

Duke. So I believe ; but Thurio thinks not so.—* 
Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee, 
(For thou hast shewn some sign of good desert,) 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace. 
Let me not five to look upon your grace. 

Duke. Thou know'st, how willingly I would effect 

C3] 7rflicA<(/j cut, cwed io ic». 7V««c.*er, to e«, Fitnch. JOUySO^. , 



!S22 TWO GKlTTLBtfEir ACT III* 

The match between air Thurio and my daughter. 

Pro. I do, my lord. 

Duke. And also, I think, thou art not ignorant 
How she opposes her against my will. 

Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine waa here. 

Duke. Ay, and perversely she pers^vers so. 
What might we do, to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and love sir Thurio? 

Pro. The best way is to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent; 
Throe things that women highly hold in hate. 

Duke. Ay, but sheMl think, that it is spoke in hite.. 

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it : 
Therefore it must, with circumstance, be spoken 
By one, whom she esteemeth as his friend. 

Duke. Then you must undertake to slander him. 

Pro. And that, my lord, 1 shall be loth to do : 
'Tis an ill office for a gentleman ; 
Especially, against his very friend. 

Dvke. Where your good word cannot advantage liim, 
Your slander never can endamage him ; 
Therefore the office is indifferent, 
Being entreated to it by your friend. 

Pro. You have prevail'd, my lord : if 1 can do it, 
By aught that 1 can speak in his dispraise. 
She shall not long continue love to him. • 
But say, this weed her love from Valentine, 
It follows not tliat she will love sir Thurio. 

Thu. Therefore, as you unwind her love from htm, 
Lest it should ravel, and be good to none, 
You must provide to bottom it on me :' 
AVhich must be done, by praising me as much 
As you in worth dispraise sir Valentine. 

Duke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in thisJcind; 
Because we know, on Valentine's report, 
You are already love's firm votary, 
And cannot soon revolt and change your mind. 
Upon this warrant shall you have access, 
Where you with Silvia may confer at large ; 
For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy, 
And, for your friend's sake, will be glad of you ; 

[31 As you wiud oif her lov« from him. mrnke me the bottom oo whicb jroa viad 
it. The bouiiewife*! term Tor a ball of thread fround upoa a ceotnl bodj«iia 
biHtom nf thread. JOUA'bOJN. 
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"Where you may temper her, by your persuasion^ 
To hate young Valentine, and love my friend. 

Fro. As mtich as I can do, 1 will effect : — 
But you, sir Thurio, are not sharp enough ; 
You must lay lime,* to tangle her desires. 
By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes 
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows. 

Duke. Ay, much the force of heaven-bred poesy* 

Pro. Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart : 
Write till your ink be dry ; and with your tears 
Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line. 
That may discover such integrity : — 
For Orpheus' lute was strung with poet's sinews ;* 
Whose golden touch could soflcn steel and stone:*, 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 
Afler your dire lamenting elegies, 
Visit by night your lady's chamber- window, 
With some sweet concert : to their instruments 
Tune a deploring dump ;* the night's dead silenco 
AVill well become such sweet complaining grievance. 
This, or else nothing, will inherit her. 

Duke. This discipline shows thou hast been in love* 

Thu. And thy advice this night I'll put in practice : 
Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver, 
Let us into the city presently 
To sort some gentlemen well skill'd in music : 
I have a sonnet, that will serve the turn, 
To give the onset to thy good advice. 

Duke. About it, gentlemen. 

Pro. We'll wait upon your grace till after supper : 



[41 Ttmt is. btrdlime. JOHNfiON. 

[6] TJiis shews Shike«p*»«rc*« kiHiwle(!i;e of antiquity. He here as^ijfns Orphei?? 
his true character oi lejcblalor For un-hsr that of a poet only, or lover, the (juality 
givr-r to tiin lute is unintelligible. But, coi»iderei' a^ a lanjcivcr. the ttiou-iiit n* 
noble, and the Imagery exqumitely beautiful For by hi^ Ivte ^n to he ui:<:eriti>«>J 
lii< tuttrm of latrt ; and by the porVt sinews, the power of numbers, which Orpheus 
actually employed in those laws to make them received by a fierce aud barbaious 
pe«i>!<. WARBURTON. 

Protfiis is describing to Thurio the powers of poetry ; and gives no quality to th« 
lute '•! On'iieuo, but those usually anii vulgarly aiioriGed to it. It would be'stmnrn 
iO'.Vcd if. in ortier to prevail upon the ieooraol and stupid Thurio to wrir«<) a soiinct 
to his roistresR, be should enlarge upon tl)e legislative powers of Oriibous. which 
were f'-thin/ tithe purpose. Warburton's observations fre(|uently tend to pruvc 
Shakevpf-are more profound and leiint^d than the occasion renuiri't!, and (o maketiie 
Poel of Nature the mont unnatural Hat ever wrote. M. M ASoN. 

[6J A dumf wai the aacieDt tern for » vwujt^ul clcgg. STiuE YENS. 
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And afterwird determine our proceedings. 
Duke. Eren now about it ; I will pardon jon* [Ext^ 



ACT IV. 

SCENE l.^A Fortit near Mantua. Enter cerimm Ovf-^ 

laws. 

1 Outlaw. 
Fellows, stand fast ; I tee a passenger. 

2 Out. If there be ten, shruik not, bat down with 'em* 

Enter Valentine and Speed. 

3 Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that yon Imtc aboit 

yoti ; 
If not, we'll make you sit, and rifle you. 

Speed. Sir, we are undone ! these are the Tillaiiit 
That all the travellers do fear so much. 

Fal. My friends, — 

1 Out. That's not so, sir ; we are your enemicfl. 

2 Out. Peace ; we'll hear him. 

3 Out. Ay, by my beard, will we ; 
For he's a proper man. 

Fal. Then know, that I have little wealth to kte ; 
A man I am, cross'd with adversity : 
My riches are these poor habiliments. 
Of which if you should here disfumish me. 
You take the sum and substance Chat 1 have* 

2 Out. Whither travel you ? 
Fal. To Verona. 

1 Out. Whence came you ? 
Fal. From Milan. 

3 Out. Have you long sojoum'd there ? 

Fal. Some sixteen months ; and longer might have ttail^ 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 

1 Out. What, were you banish'd thence ? 
Vol. I was. 

2 Out. For what offence ? 

Fal. For that which now torments me to rebeane : 
I kill'd^a man, whose death I much repent ; 
But yet I slew him manfully in fight. 
Without &lse vantage, or base treachery. 
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1 Oat, Wbjr n^'er repcrit it, if it were done so : ' 
But Wete you banish'd ibr 80 small a faalt ? 

Fa/. 1 was, and held me glad of such a doom. 

1 Out, Have yun the tongues ? 

Vol. My youthful trarel therein made ine happy ; 
Or else I often had been miset^ble. 

3 Out. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood's hi friar/ 
This fellow were a king for our wild faction, 

1 Out. We'll hare him: sirs, a kord. 
Speed, Master, be one of them ; 

It is an honourable kind of thievery. 
Fa/. Peace, villain ! 

2 Out. Tell us this : Have you any thing to take to ? 
Fal. Nothing, but my fortune. 

3 Out. Know then, that some of us are gentlemen. 
Such as the fury of nngovem'd youth 

Thrust from the company of awful men i 
Myself was from Verona banished, 
For practising to steal away a lady^ 
An heir, and near allied unto the duke. 

2 Out. And I from Mantua, for a gentleman, 
Whom, in my mood,* I stabb'd unto the heart. 

1 Out. And I, for such like petty crimes as these* 
But to the purpose^ — (for we cite our faults. 

That they may hold excus'd our lawless lives,) 
And, partly, seeing you are beautified 
With goodly shape ; and by your own report 
A linguist ; and a man of such perfection, 
As we do in our quality much want ; — 

2 Out. Indeed, because you are a banish'd man. 
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to yon : 
Are you content to be our general ? 

To make a virtue of necessity, 

And live, as we do, in this wilderness? 

3 Out. What say*st thou ? wilt thou b^ of onr coh86rtt 
Say, ay, and be the captain of us all : 

We'll dtt thee homage, and be rul'd by thee, 
Love thee as our commander, and our king. 

[7] Robio Hood wu captain of a liaad of robben, and wis mueh inclined to rob 
Cburcbmea J0HN909. 

Dr. Jobnaoo aaema to htva nrianndentood thU {mshko. The speaker doe* net 
•irear by the scalp of aooDe ^burcbman wbo bad been plundered, but bj tbe thavea 
crown of Robin Hoorfs eba|dlain.<-** We will live and die together, (layi a per- 
90OH9 in Peele*« Edn>ard 7. 1593.) lilie Robin Hood, little John, /War Titets, 
Ud MaHe Marian.** MALONE. 

IBJ MMd n aacer or renatmMt M ALOSJB 
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1 Out. But if thou 8com our courtesy, thou diest. 

S Out. I'hou sbalt not live to brag what we baTe ofr 
ferM. 

Val. 1 take your offer, and will live with you ; 
Provided that you do no outrages 
On silly women, or poor passengers.* 

3 Out. No, we detest such vile, base practices. 
Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our crews. 
And shew thee all the treasure we have got; 
Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose. [Exeunt 

SCENE 11. 

Milan. Court of the Palace. Enter Proteus. 

Pro. Already have 1 been false to Valentine, 
And now 1 must be as unjust to Thurio. 
Under the colour of coniniending him, 
I have access my own love to prefer j 
But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy. 
To bo corrupted with my worthless gifls. 
When 1 protest true loyalty to her, 
Slic twits roe with my falsehood to my friend ; 
When to her beauty I commend my vows. 
She bid<« me think, how 1 have been forsworn 
In breaking faith with Juha whom 1 lovM : 
And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips. 
The least whereof would quell a lover's hope. 
Yet, spanieMikc, the more she spurns my love. 
The more it grows, and fawneth on her still. 
But here comes Thurio : now must we to her windoff^ 
And give some evening music to her ear. 

Enter Thurio, and Musicians, 

Tliv. How now, sir Proteus ? are you crept before ust 

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio-; for, you know, that love 
Will creep in service where it cannot go. 

Thu. Ay, but, 1 hope, sir, that you love not here. 

Pro, Sir, but 1 do ; or else I would be hence^ 

Thu. Whom? Silvia? 

Pro. Ay, Silvia, — for your sake. 

77/?/. 1 thank vou for your own. — ^Now, geDtlemen* 
Let's tune, and to it lustily awhile. 

(9] This wife one of the rules of Robio Hood* s |OTeniBeat STXK^ 
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Enter Host, at a distance ; and Julia in hoy*M clothes. 

Host. Kow, my young guest! methinkB you're ally* 
choUy ; I pray you, why is it ? 

Jul. Marry, mine host, because I cannot be merry. 

Host. Come, we'll have you merry : I'll bring yoa 
where you shall hear music, and see the gentleman that 
you ask'd for. 

Jul. But shall I hear him speak 7 

Host. Ay, that you shall. 

Jul. That will be music. [Music playim 

Host. Hark I hark! 

Jul. Is he among these ? 

Host. Ay : but peace, let's hear 'em. 

SONG. 

Who is Silvia f what is she^ 

Thai all our swains commend her f 

Holy y fair y and wise is she ; 

The heavens such grace did lend her^ 

Thai she might admired he. 

h she kindy as she is fair? 

For beauty lives with kindness : 
Love doth to her eyes repair, 

To help him of his blindness ; 
Andy being helped, inhabits there. 

Then to Silvia let us sing^ 

That Silvia is excelling; 
She excels each mortal thing. 

Upon the dull earth dwelling : 
To her let us garlands bring. 

Host. How now ? are you sadder than you were before t 
How do you, man ? the music likes you not. 

Jul. You mistake ; the musician likes me not 

Host. Why, my pretty youth ? 

Jul. He plays &lse, rather. 

Host. How ? out of tune on the strings ? 

Jul. Not so ; but yet so false that he grieved my very 
beart-strings. 

Host. You have a quick ear. 

Jul. Ay, I would I were deaf! it makes me have a sIo# 
heart. 
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Host I perceive, you delight not in music* 

Jul, Not a whit, when it jars so. 

Hott. Hark, what tine change is in the music ! 

Jul. Ay ; that change is the spite. 

Hoit. 100 would have them always pkybutooe thingt 

Jul. 1 would always have one play but one thimr. 
But, host, doth this sir Protet^, that we talk on, efien re« 
sort unto this gentlewoman ? 

Host. 1 tell you what Laonce, Us man, told me, he 
loved her out of all nick.' 

Jul. Where is Launce ? 

Host. Gone to seek his dog ; which, to-morrow, bv hit 
Blaster's command, he must carry for a present to his lady* 

Jul. Peace ! stand aside ! the company parts. 

Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you ! 1 will so plead^ 
That you shall say, my cunning drift excels. 

Tliu. Where meet we ? 

Pro. At saint Gregory^s well. 

7^11. FarewelL [Exe. TntKto ami mmskiims. 

Silvia appears above at her wifuicm. 

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship. 

Sil. I thank you tor your music, gentlemen : Who if 
that, that spake ? 

Fro. One, lady, if you knew his pure hemrt*t trndit 
Tou'd quickly learn to know him by his voica. 

Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it. 

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant 

Sil. What is your will ? 

Pro. That 1 may comrtmss yours. 

5i^. You have your wish ; my will is even this,*- 
That presently you hie you home to bed. 
Thou subtle, perjured, raise, disloyal man ! 
T^ijnk'st thou, i am so shallow, so ceiiceit2ess» 

o be seduced by thy flattery, 
That hast deceived so many with thy vows t 
Return, return, and make thy love amends. 
For me, — by this pale queen of nighl { sweaTr ' 
I am so far from granting thy request. 
That I despise thee for thv wrongful suit ; 
And by and by intend to chide myself. 
Even for this time I spend in taJking to thee* 

Pro. i grant, sweet love, that I did love a lad^f 

[ 1 ] Beyond all reckooioi; or count. lUckoiiion irt kept opQ* akkcd or 
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But she is dead. 

Jul, 'Twere felse, if I should speak it ; 
For, I am sure, she is not buried. [Axiie. 

SiL Say, that she be ; yet Valentine, thy friend* 
Sarvi^es ; to whom, thyself art witness, 
i am betrotbM : And art thou not asham'd 
To wrong him with thy importfinacv .' 

Pro, 1 likewise hear, that Valentine is dead. ^ 

6V/. And so, suppoi^e, am I ; for in his grare 
jUsare th\ self, my love is buried. 

Pro, Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth. 

SiL Go to thy lady's grave, and call hers thence ; 
Or, at the leasi, in hers sepulchre thine. 

Jul, He heard not that. [Jisidf* 

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdtSrate, 
Vouch^afo me yet your picture for my love^ 
The (Mcture that is hanging in your chamber ; 
To that rU speak, to tliat Til sigh and weep : 
For, since the substance of your perfect selif 
Is else devoted, I am but a shadow ; 
And to your shadow I will make true love. 

Jul, If 'twere a substance, you would, sure, deceive it. 
And make it but a shadow, as I am. [JUid€^ 

SiL 1 am very loth to be your idol, sir ; 
But, since your falsehood shal! become you well 
To worship shadows, and adore false shapes. 
Send to me in the morning, and I'li send it : 
And so, good rest. 

Pro. As wretches have o'er-night, 
That wait for execution in the mom. 

[Exeunt Proteus ; and Silvu, from aiao€^ 

Jul. Flost, will you go ? 

Host, By my hahidom, I was fast asleep. 

Jul. Pray you, where lies sir Proteus ? 

Host. Marry, at my house : Trust me, I diink, *tip 
almost day. 

Jul. Not sa ; but it hath beea the longest oight 
That e'er 1 watch'd, and the most heaviest. lExeui^f 

SCENE III. 

The same. Enter Eglamoitr. 

Egl. This is the hour that madam Silvia 
Entreated me tQ call» and know her ound ; 
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There's tome great matter she'd emploj me in.-^— 
Madam, madam ! 

Silvia appean aborvt at hpr windom* 

5i7.^ho calls ? 

Egi. Your senrant, and year friend ; 
One that attends your ladjrship's conmumd. 

&'/. Sir Eglamour, a thooaand times good morroir. 

EgL As many, worthy lady, to yourself. 
According to your ladyship's impose,* 
I am thus early come, to know what serFica 
It is your pleasure to command me in. 

iStV. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman, 
(Think not 1 flatter, for I swear, I do not,) 
Valiant, wise, remorseful,' well accomplished* 
Thou art not ignorant, what dear g^od will 
I bear unto the banish'd Valentine ; 
Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhorr'd. 
Thyself hast lov'd ; and 1 bave beard thee say, 
No grief did ever come so near thy heart, 
As when thy lady and thy true love died. 
Upon whose grave thou vow'dst pure chastity.^ 
Sir Eglamour, 1 would to Valentine, 
To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode ; 
And, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 
I do desire thy worthy company, 
Upon whose mith and honour 1 repose. 
Urge not my father's anger, Eglamour, 
But think upon my grief, a lady's grief; 
And on the justice of my flying hence. 
To keep me from a most unholy match, 
"Which heaven and fortune still reward witb plagues. 
I do desire thee, even from a heart 
As full of sorrows as the sea of sands, 

[2] fmpoie i» injmietUm^ command. A task let »t collece* io cootequeoM of • 
fault, H still callftd ao impoutkui. 6TEEV. 

[3] Rrmor$tful b pfli/W. 6o. in CbapoMB*! tnoslmtkMi of tbe Sd book of Bo- 
Ber'a Iliad, 1598: 

•• DesrcDd on our loDK-toyled host with thy rrwunt^M eye.** • 8TBi:V. 

[4] It waa cominnn io forioer af ea for widowers and widowa to moke tom of 
ehastity^ io honour of their deceasod wires or huilwDda. In Duptele'a JmittmUtet 

Sf n'artvicttkire, p. 1013, there ia the form of acommiasion by tbe biebop^tl* 
iocese for taking a tow of cbaatttj made by a widow. It aeem that, beatdea ob- 
aerriiit; the tow, the widow was, for life, to wear a veil and miBOiiniio| bakit 
Some such rliKtinrtioo we may suppose to have been made in respect of nals vota- 
rists ; and therefore this circumstance mirht inform the players bow sb Egiamoor 
ahould be dr<>«<ied ; and will account for SUria's having ehoaen bini «s a Mnmli 
whom she could confide, without izgury to ber own character. 8TE£ < 



Mxrr nr. of verona/ S3| 

To bear me company, and go with me : 
If oot, to hide what I have said to thee. 
That I may renture to depart alone. 

Egl, Madam, I pity much your grieyaDces ; 
Which since I know they virtuously are plac'd, 
I give consent to go along with you ; 
Recking as httle what betideth me,' 
As much I wish all good befortune you. 
When will you go ? 

iSi7. This evening coming. 

Egl. Where shall 1 meet you ? 

SiL At friar Patrick's cell. 
Where I intend holy confession. 

EgL I will not fail your ladyship : 
Good-morrow, gentle lady. 

SiL Good-morrow, kind sir Eglamour. [Exeunt- 

SCtNE IV. 

Tfie same. Enter bAUNCE, vpttk his dog. 

When a man's servant shall play the cor with him> 
look you, it goes hard : one that I brought up of a pup- 
py ; one that I sav'd from drowning, when three or 
ibur of his blind brothers and sisters went to it ! I have 
taught him— even as one would say precisely. Thus I 
would teach a dog. I was sent to deliver him, as a 
present to mistress Silvia, from my master ; and 1 came 
no sooner into the dining-chamber, but he steps me to 
her trencher, and steals her capon's leg. O, 'tis a foul 
thing when a cur cannot keep himself in all compa- 
nies ! I would have, as one should say, one that takes 
upon him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at 
all things. If I had not had more wit than he, to take a 
fault upon me that he did, I think verily he had beeo 
hanged for't ; sure as 1 live, he had suffered for't : you 
shall judge. He thrusts me himself into the company of 
three or four gentleman-like dogs, under the duke's ta* 
ble : he had not been there (bless the mark) a pissing 
while ; but all the chamber smelt him. Out with the 
dog, says one ; What cur is that ? says another ; Wliip 
him ouly says the third ; Hang him up, says the duke. 
I, having been aocjuainted with the smell before, knew 

[5j r< n :t h to care Tor. Hoih Cbauctr ud Sptn^tr ttte tbii word with tb« 
tv&e sigoificatioo. STEEV 
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it fras Crab ; and goes me to thm fellow Qiat whips tbf 
dogs : Friend^ quoth 1, you tnean to vekip the dag 1 j9y, 
marry ^ do /, quoth he. You do him thi fnore wnmg^ quo^ 
I ; Utbos I did thi thing you tcot of. He makes me no 
more ado, but whips me out of the chamber* How aapjf 
miitiw would do this ibr their senrant ? Nay, i*U bf 
■worn, I have sat in the sto^ for poddinffs he hath sto* 
len, otherwisa he had been executed : 1 h^re stood on 
the pillory for reese he hath killed, otherwise he hai 
suffered for*t : thou think'st not of this now l-->Nay» i 
member the trick you served me, when I took my les 
of madam Silvia ; did not 1 bid thee still mark me, aad d» 
as 1 do ? When didst thoo see me heaTe np my lev, ani 
make water against a gentlewoman's ferthingalt? f didst 
thou ever see me do such a trick ? 

Enter Protcus and Juua. 

Pro. Sebastian is thy name ? 1 like thee weD, 
And will employ thee in some service presently. 

Jul. In what you please ;-^I will do what I can. 

Pro. 1 hope, thou wilt.-— How now, yon whoreMn 
peasant ? [To LiuxcSi 

Where have you been these two days loitering ? 

Laun. Marry, sir, I carried mistress Silvia die dog yoB 
bade me. 

Pro. And what says she to my little jewel ? 

Laun. Marry, she says, your dog was a cur ; and tds 
you, currish thanks is good enough ibr such a present. 

Pro. But she received my dog ? 

Laun. No, indeed, she did not : here have I brought 
him back again. 

Pro. What, didst thou offer her this fitxn me ? 

Laun. Ay, sir ; the other squirrel was stolen from me 
by the hangman's boys in the market-place : and then I 
offered her mine own ; who is a dog as big as ten of 
yours, and therefore the gift the greater. 

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find mj dog again,- 
Or ne'er return again into my sight 
Away, I say : Stay'st thou to vex me here ? 
A slave, that, still an end, turns me to shame. [Ex* 1m9.^ 
Sebastian, I have entertained thee, ^ 

Partly, that I have need of such a youth. 
That can with some discretion do my businesSj ' 
For 'tis DO trusting to yon foolish lowt ^ 





But, chiefly, for thy faee, and thy behaviour ^ 
'Which (if my augury deceive me not) 
l¥itne88 good bringing-up, fortmie, and truth: 
Therefore kpow thou, for this 1 entertain thee. 
Go presently, and take this ring with thee. 
Deliver it to madam Silvia : 
She lov'd me well, delivered it to me. 

Jul, It seems, you lov'd her not, to leaf* her token : 
She's dead, belike. 
\ Pro. Not so ; 1 think, she lives. 
^ JW. Alas! 

Pro. Why dost thou cry, alas ? 

Jul. I cannot choose but pity her. 

Pro. Wherefore should'st thou pity her ? 

Jul. Because, me thinks, that she lovM you as well 
A» yovL do love your lady Silvia : 
She dreams on him that has forgot her love ; 
You dote on her, that cares not for your love. 
'Tis pity, love should be so contrary ; 
And thinking on it makes me cry, alas ! 

Pro. Wefl, give her that ring, and therewithal 
This letter ; — that's her chamber. — Tell my lady, 
I claim the promise for her heavenly picture. 
Your message done, hie home unto my chamber. 
Where thou shalt fif^d me sad and solitary. [£Jx. PaO; 

Jul. How many women would do such a message ? 
Alas, poor Proteus ! thou hast entertained 
A fox, to be the shepherd of thy lambs : 
Alas, poor fool ! why do I pity him 
That with his very heart aespiseth me ? 
Because he loves her, he despiseth me ; 
Because I love him, 1 must pity him. 
This ring I gave him, when he parted from met 
To bind him to remember my good will : 
And now am I (unhappy messenger) 
To plead for that, which 1 would not obtain ; 
To carry that which I would have refus'd ; 
To praise his faith, which 1 would have dispraised. 
I am my master's true confirmed love ; 
BMt cannot be true servant to my master. 
Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 
Vet I will woo for him ; but yet so coldly, 
As, heaven, it knows, I would not have him speed. 
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Enter Silvia attended. 

Gentlewoman, good day ! I pray yon, be my meaa 
To bring me .where to speak with madam Silvia. 

5f7. What would you with her, if that I be she ? 

•/«/. If you be flhe, I do entreat your patience 
To hear me speak the message 1 am sent on. 

SiL From whom ? 

Jul, From my master, sir Proteus, madam. 

Sil. O ! — he sends you for a picture ? 

Jul. Ay, madam. 

Sil, Ursula, bring my picture there. [Picture hrougkU 
Go, give your master this : tell him from me, 
One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget. 
Would better fit his chamber, than this shadow, 

JuL Madam, please you peruse this letter. 
-—Pardon me, madam; I have unadvised 
Delivered you a paper that I should not ; 
This is the letter to your ladyship. 

5i7. I pray thee, let me look on that again. 

Jul, It may not be ; j^ood madam, pardon me. 

Sil, There, hold. 
I will not look upon your mastered lines : 
I know, they arc stuflTd with protestations, 
And full of new-found oaths ; which he will break. 
As easily as 1 do tear his paper. • 

Jul, Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring. 

SiL The more shame for him that he sends it me ; 
For, I have heard him say a thousand times. 
Ilk Julia gave it him at his departure : 
Though his false finger hath profan*d the ring, 
Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong. 

Jul, She thanks you. 

Sil. What say'st thou ? 

Jul, I thank you, madam, that you tender her: 
Poor gentlewoman ! my master wrongs her muchu 

Sil, Dost thou know her ? 

Jul, Almost as well as I do know myself: 
To think upon her woes, I do protest, 
That 1 have wept an hundred several times. 

Sif, Belike, she thinks that Proteus hath forsook bei£ 

Jul, I think she doth, and that's her cause of sorrow. 

Sil, Is she not*passing fair ? 

Jul, She hath been fairer, madam, than she is : 
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When she did think my master lov*d her well, 
She, in my judgment, was as &ir as you ; 
But since she did neglect her looking-glass, 
And threw her sun-expelling mask away. 
The air hath starv'd the roses in her cheeks, 
And pinch'd the lily-tincture of her face,* 
That now she is become a»-Uack as I. 

SiL How tall was she ? 

Jul, About my stature : for, at Pentecost, 
When all our pageants of delight were playM, 
Our youth got me to play the woman's part. 
And i was trinmi'd in madam Julia's gown ; 
Which served me as fit, by all men's judgment. 
As if the garment had been made for me : 
Therefore, I know she is about my height. 
And, at that time, I made her weep a-good, 
For 1 did play a lamentable part : 
lyiadam, 'twas Ariadne,' passioning 



[6] The colour of i part piaukedt it IWid, aa it la commooiy called, black and 
blue. The weather may therefore be .iustly aald to pineh when It produces Um 
«ame viaible effect. I believe tbia is the reaaoo why the cold is aaid to pincJL 

JOUN80V. 

[71 The hiatory of thla twice-deaerted lady is too well koowo to need an iniro- 
duct inn here ; nor lathe reader -interrupted on the business of Shakespeare *. but I 
find it difficult to refrain from making a note the vehicle for a coiuecture like thia, 
which I may have no better opportunity of communicatiofc to the public. — Th« 
Rubject of a picture of Guido (commonly supposed to be Ariadne d«ierted by Th«- 
aeui and courted by Bacchus) may poasibl^ have been hitherto mi«takeo Who- 
ever will examine the fabulous history critically, as well as the nennnnnnre t<^IC 
will acquiesce in the truth of the remark. Ovid, in his FattU tells us, that Bac-hui 
<who left AHadne to |:o on his Indian crxpedltkMi) foujid too many cbamis in Vm 
daughter of one of the kings of that country. 

** Interea Liber depexos crinibus Indoa 

'* Vinctt et fkm dives ab orbe redit 
" Inter captivas facie prcstante puellas 

** Grata nirois Daccbo Alia regis erat. 
** Flebat amanx conjux, spatiataque littore eurro 

" Edidlt Incultia talia rerba sonis. 
** Quid me desertis perituram, Liber, arenia 

'* Servabaa f potui dedolulsae semel — 
** Ausus as ante oculoa, adducta pelllce, noetroa 

** Tarn bene compoaitum aoUicitare to'rum.** kc 

Ovid^ Fait. I HI t. 465. 

In this picture he appears aa if just returned from India, bringing with him his nev 
favourite, who hanga on bia arm, and whose preaence oolr cauaea those emotional so 
visible in the coontenaace of Ariadoa, who haa been hitherto reprtaeoted, oo this 
occasion, aa 

** passioBiDg 

For Theaeus* pejjury and ui^uat flight** 

From thia painting a plate was engraved byGiacimo FrtiJ, which la generally i^ 
companion to the Aurora of the same master. The prinUli so common that the cu* 
rious may easily satisfy themselvea concerning the propriei'v of a remark which Ina 
intruded itself among the notes on Shakespeare. 8T£E YENS. 



t99 TWO «CirTLBlCEir ACT IT* 

For Thcseuii* p^ijury, and unjust flight ; 
IVhicb I 80 lively- acted with my tears^ 
That mj poor nustreaa, moved therewithal. 
IVept bitterlj ; and, would I might be dead» 
If I in thought felt Dot her very sorrow i 

Sil. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth !«^ 
Alas, poor lady ! desolate and lelt !•*- 
1 weep myself, to think upon thy words. 
Here, youth, there is my purte'f I give thee this 
For thy sweet mistress' saike, because thou lov*st her. 
Farewell. [Exit Silyu. 

Jul. And she shaQ thank yoo foT% if e*er jwl kmm 
her.— 
A virtuous gentlewoman, mild,, and beaotifuL 
1 hope my master's suit will be but cold. 
Since she respects my mistress' love to much* 
Alas, how love can trifle with itself! 
Here i» her picture : Lfet me see ; I dunki 
If I had such a tire, this face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is this of hers : 
And yet the painter flatterM her a little. 
Unless 1 flatter with mvself too much. 
Her hair is auburn, oaine is perfect yellow i 
If that be all the difference m his love» 
ril get me such a coloured periwig. 
Her eyes are grey as glass ; and so are mine : 
Ay, but her forehead's low, and mine's as hig^* 
What should it be, that he respects in her. 
But I can make respective in myself. 
If tills fond love were not a blinded god f 
Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow np^ 
For 'tis thv rival. O thou senseless form, 
Thou shalt be worshipp'd, kissM, lov'd, and adored ; 
And, were there sense in his idolatry. 
My substance should be statue in thy stead* 
I'll use thee kindly for thy mistress* sake» 
That us'd me so ; or else, by Jove I vow, 
I should have scratch'd out your unseeing eyef» 
To make my master out of love with thee. \JBxiU 

[5] A hij;h foivbead wu, io our autbor^s tfiM, aecouoted • feature ouMfltlf 
WauttTul. So. io lb« Hlftonr of Our oT Warwick. •* FeUct Us ladf" IT nM W 
•*lttTeM«iMiBeiUf«/ordkM4MF(iMf.» JOBSSOIT. 



ACT r« or TfiAOR A. S57 

ACT V. 

SCENE I. — The stmt. An Abbey. Enter EoLAMOVft. 

Eg!amovrm 

The sun begins to gild the western sky ; 
And now, it is about the rery hour 
That Silvia, at Patrick's cell, should meet me. 
She will not fail ; (or lorers break not hours. 
Unless it be to come before their time ; 
So much they spur their expedition. 

Enter Silvia. 
See, where she comes :— Lady, a happy eTeniogl 

Sil. Amen, amen ! go on, good Eglamouri 
Out at the postern by the abbey-wall ; 
I fear, I am attended by some spies. 

Egl. Fear not: the forest is not three leagues off; 
If we recover that> we are sure enough* [firieidilt 

SCENE IL 

Tie same. An apartment in the Dvke*s paJnce, Entir 
Thdrio, Proteus, and Julia. 

Thu* Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit ? 

Pro, O, sir, t find her milder than she was ; 
And yet she takes exceptions at your person. 

Thu. What, that my leg is too long ? 

Pro. No ; that it is too little. 

Thu. Vl\ wear a boot, to make it somewhat rounder. 

Pro. But love will not be spurrM to what it loathes. 

Thu. What says she to my fece ? 

Pro. She savs, it is a fair one. 

Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies ; my face is black. 

Pro. But pearls are fair ; and the old saying is. 
Black men are pearls in beanteoas ladies' eyes. 

Jul. 'Tis true, such pearls as put out ladies' eyes ; 
For I had rather wink than look on them. [Aside. 

77iu. How likes she my discourse ? 

Pro. Ill, when you talk of war. 

Thu. But well, when 1 discourse of love, and peace ? 

JvL But better, indeed, when you hold your peace. 
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TT^ti. "What says she to my valour ? 

Pro. O, sir, she makes no doubt of that. 

JuL She needs not, when she knows it cowardice. [.M. 

TAm. What says she to my birth? 

Pro. That you are well deriT'd. 

Jul. True ; from a gentleman to a fool. [Aside, 

Thu. Considers she my possessions ? 

Pro. O, ay ; and pities them. 

Thu, Wherefore! 

Jul. That such an ass should owe tkenu [JUiii 

Pro. That they are out by lease. 

Jul. Here comes the Duke. 

Enitr Duke. 

■ 

Duke. How DOW, sir Proteus ? how now, Thnrio ? 
Which of you saw sir Eglamour of late ? 

Thu. Not I. 

Pro. Nor I. 

Duke. Saw you my daughter ? 

Pro, Neither. 

Duke. Why, then she^s fled unto that peasant Valentine; 
And Kglamour in in her company. 
'Tis true ; for friar Laurence met them both, 
As he in penance wanderM through the forest : 
Him he knew well, and guess*d that it was she ; 
But, being maskM, he was not sure of it : 
Besides, »he did intend confession 
At Patrick^s cell this even ; and there she was nott 
These hkelihoods confirm her flight from hence* 
Therefore, 1 pray you, stand not to discourse. 
But mount you presently ; and meet with me 
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot 
That leads towards Mantua, whither they are fled : 
Despatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. [Exit. 

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl. 
That flies her fortune when it follows her : 
ni afler ; more to be reveng'd on Eglamour, 
Than for the love of reckless Silvia. [ExHi 

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia's love, 
Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. [Exii» 

Jul. And I will follow, more to cross that love, 
Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love« [Exit, 
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SCENE 111. 

Frmitiers of Mantua. The Forest Enter Silfia, and 

Outlaws. 

OtU, Come, come ; 
Be patient, we must bring you to our captain. 

iSiY. A thousand more mischances than this one 
Have leamM me how to brook this patieatlj. 

2 Out. Come, bring her away. 

1 Out. Where ii the gentleman that was with her? 

3 Out. Being nimble -tooted, he hath out-run us. 
But Moyscs, and Valerius, follow him. 

Go thou with her to the west end of the wood, 
There is our captain : we'll follow him that's fled ; 
The thicket is beset, he cannot 'scape. 

1 Out. Come, I must bring you to our captain's care : 
Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind» 
And will not use a woman lawlessly. 

Sil. O Valentine, this I endure for thee. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Another part of the Forest. Enter Valeittine. 

Fal. How use doth breed a habit in a man ! 
This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods, 
I better brook than flourishing peopled towns : 
Here can I sit alone, unseen of any, 
And, to the nightingale's complaining notes, 
Tune my distresses, and record my woes.* 
O thou that dost inhabit in my breast. 
Leave not the mansion so long tenantless ; 
Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall, 
And leave no memory of what it was !' 
Repair me with thy presence, Silvia ; 
Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain !-«- 
What halloing, and what stir, is this to-dkiy ? 
These are my mates, that make their willis their law. 
Have some unhappy passenger in chace : 
They love me well ; yet I have much to do, 
To keep them from uncivil outrages. 
Withdraw thee, Valentine ; who's this comes here ? 

[iSl^ep« aside, 

[61 To re 
[7] It is 



rfcnrd uicientlf signified to xinf. STEEV. 
is har<ily poMible to point out four lioea io 
•petre, mon renurksble for ease tod eleeance. STEEVEN?' 
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Enter Proteus, Silvia, and Julia. 

Pro. Madam, this serrice I haye done for joq, 

? Though you respect not aught vour servant doth,) 
o hazard life, aod rescue you (torn him. 
That would have forcM your honour and yoar Iot^. 
Vouchsafe me, ibr my meed, but one fidr look ; 
A smaller boon than this I cannot beg. 
And less than this, I am sure, you cannot give- 

Vol. How like a dream is this I see and hear ! 
Love, lend me patience to ibrbear awhile. \JbUit 

SiL O miserable, unhappy that I am ! 

Pro, Unhappy, were you, madam, ere I came ; 
But, by my coming, I have made you happy. 

Sil, By thy approach thou mak'st me aiost unhappy. 

JuL And me, when he approacheth to your presencl^' 

[jlnda 

Sil. Had I been seized by a hung^ lion, 
I would Inve been a breakfast to the beast^ 
Rather than have false Proteus rescue me. 
O, heaven be judge, how I love Valentine, 
WhoJM' life's as tender to me as my soul ; 
And full as much, (for more there cannot be,) 
I do detest false peijur'd Proteus : 
Therefore begone, solicit me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous action, stood it next to deatb. 
Would I not undergo for one calm look ? 
O, 'tis the cun*c in love, and still approved, 
When women cannot love where they're belovM. 

SiL When Proteus cannot love where he*a belor'd. 
Read over Julia's heart, thy first best love, 
For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy filth 
Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths 
Descended into perjury, to love me. 
Thou hast no faith leA now, unless thou hadst two» 
And that^s far worse than none ; better have none 
Than plural faith, which is too much by one : 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend ! 

Pro. In love, 
Who respects friend ? 

Sil. All men but Proteus. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving wordi 
Can no way change you to a milder form, 
I'll woo you like a soldier, at arms' end ; 
And love you 'gainst the nature of love, force J0Q« 
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Pro, ril force tbee yield to my desire. 
Fal. Ruffian^ let go that rode unciril toach ; 
Tboo firiend of an ill &shioD i 
Fro* ValentiDe I 
VaL Thoo common friend^ thaf e without ftith or lore ; 

?^or such is a friend now,) treacherous man ! 
hoo hast begnil'd my hopes ; nought but mine eye 
Could have persuaded me : Now I dare not say 
I hare one friend ahve ; thou would'st disprore me* 
Who should be trusted now, when one's light hand 
b perjur'd to the bosom ? Proteus, 
I am sorry, I must neyer trust thee more, 
But count the world e stranger for thy sake. 
The priirate wound is deepest : O time, most curst I 
*Mong8t all foes, that a friend should be the wont 1 

Pro. My shame and guilt confounds me.-— 
jire me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for offence, 
I tender it here ; I do as truly suffer^ 
As e'er I did commit 

Fa/. Then I am paid ; 
And once again I do receive thee honest i-^ 
Who by repentance is not satisfied, 
b nor of heaven, nor earth ; for these are pleasM ; 
By penitence the Eternal's wrath's appeas'd :— 
And, that my love may appear plain and free, 
AU that was mine in Silvia, I give thee.* 

M, O me, unhappy ! [fUnli. 

Pro. Look to the tioy. 

Fal. Why, boy I why wagl how now! what is the 
matter! 
Look up ; speak. 

[81 It !■, (I Uilak,) Tarfoddtto tl?e ophif nktreM thiMtftOBM, wtUwat any ret^ 
■01 aUaged. Bat our author probably followed tba atoriaa luat ai ho ftwaa ttea 
ii hli Borali w wall w hit hiatortai. POFB. 

This partaca aitber hath beaa nueh lophMIeatod, or ia oat graat proaf that th« 

■aia parta or thk play did not proeaad non Shakaipaara ; Ibr tt li Ittpaaiibla h« 

aoald naka Valentba aet and ipaak ao aueh out of eharadar, or glva to 8U?la lo 

' oaaatoral a bahavlour* aita taka no aotSca of tbte itraaia coaeairioo, if it had baaa 

Mda. HA5HER. 

Tnaifer thaia two Uoaa to tba aad or Thario*! rpaaeh la paia O, and all it right. 
Why thaa ihoald JoUa fklot f It la ooly aa aitiflea, laaiog Blltla ftrao op ts 
VaJaatlaa, to dlMorar heraalf to Protaui* br a prataodad mJataka oC tha rinfi. OM 
traal faolt of tbia pbj ia tha haiteBloc too abruptly, and without duo prapaiitioD to 
tha daaoueaMot, which thawa that, if Itba 8hakaiMara*i, (whiab 1 ttamit dooht,) It 
ma oae of hit vary ovlj (trfomancea. BL1CI18TQZI& 

16 Voc I* L 
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Jul, O good sir, my master charg'd me 
To deliTer a ring to madam Silvia ; 
Which, out of my neglect, was nerer done* 

Fro, Where is that ring, boy ? 

JW. Here 'tis : this is it [Gftoet a ruif* 

Fro. How ! let me see : 
Why this is the ring I gave to Julia. 

J%d. O, cry yoa mercy, sir, 1 have mistook ; 
This is the nng you sent to Silria. [SKoivt anoUktr rm§. 

Pro. But, how cam'st thou by this ring ? at my depart, 
I gave this unto Julia. 

Jul, And Julia herself did give it me.; 
And Julia herself hath brought it hither. 

Pro. How! Julia! v 

Jul, Behold her that gave aim to all thy oathf. 
And entertainM them deeply in her heart : 
How oft hast thou with perjury clefl the root ? 
O Proteus, let this habit make thee blush ! 
Be thou asham'd, that I have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment ; if shame live 
In a disguise of love : 
It i» the lesser blot, modesty finds. 
Women to change their shapes, than men their minds. 

Pro, Than men their minds ! 'tis true : O hea?CBf 
were man 
But constant, he were perfect : that one error 
Fills him with faults ; makes him run through aU sini : 
1nron*itancy falls off, ere it begins : 
What is in Silvia's face, but I may spy 
More fresh in Julians with a constant eye ? 

yal. Come, come, a hand from either : 
Let me be blest to make this happy close ; 
'Twere pity two such friends should be long foes. 

Pro. Bear witness, heaven, I have my wish forever* 

Jul. And I have mine. 

Etiter Out-lawSy vitk Duke and Thurio. 

Ovt. A prize, a prize, a prize ! 

Fal. Forbear, I say ; it is my lord the duke. 
Your grace is welcome to a man disgracM^ 
Banished V^alentine. 

Duke. Sir Valentine ! 

Thu. Yonder is Silvia ; and Silvia^s mine. 

Fal. Thuno, give back, or else embrace thy death ; 



.1 



N 
J 



ACT n OP VERONA. 243 

Come not within the measure of my wrath : 
Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again, 
Milan shall not behold thee. Here she stands, 
Take but possession of her with a touch ;— <- 
I dare thee but to breathe upon my love. — 

Tliu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I ^ 
I hold him but a fool, that will endanger 
His body for a g^rl that loves him not : 
I claim her not, and therefore she is thine. 

Duke. The more degenerate and base art thou. 
To make such means for her as thou hast done, 
And leave her on such slight conditions. — 
Now, by the honour of my ancestry, 
I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 
And think thee worthy of an empress' love. 
Know then, I here forget all former griefs,* 
Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again.-— 
Plead a new state in thy unrivalFd merit, 
To which I thus subscribe, — sir Valentine, 
Thou art a gentleman, and well derived ; 
Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserv'd her. 

Fal. I thank your grace ; the gift hath made me 
happy. 
I now beseech you, for your daughter's sake, 
To grant one boon that I shall ask of you. 

Dttke, I grant it, for thine own, whate'er it be. 

Fal, These banish'd men, that I have kept withal. 
Are men endued with worthy qualities ; 
Forgive them what they have committed here, 
And let them be recall'd from their exile : 
They are reformed, civil, full of good. 
And fit for great employment, worthy lord. 

Duke, Thou hast prevailed : I pardon them, and thee ; 
Dispose of them, as thou know'st their deserts. 
Come, let us go ; we will include all jars* 
With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity.* 

Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our discourse to make your g^ce to smile : 
What think you of this page, my lord ? 



[9] Grleft id old langutge frequently lignified erUvancis. nrongt. MA LONE, 
hi To include is to lAvl up, to eonrlndt. STEEVENS. 
[21 Triwnpkt to this aod many other passKes Of Shakespetre, f Isoiff Masqii«) 
Id Re'-nJs, ^r ifTEBVEKg. 
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Dvkt. I dunk the boy hath gntx in him ; 

FaJ. I nrnnt yim, my lord ; more grace than boj. 

Jhikt, What meao you bj that Mying :' 

yitl. PleaK you, I'll tell you as we pasa along, 
That you will wonder, ivhat hath ibrtuned. — 
Come, Proteui ; 'tii your ftatace, but to hear 
The story of your lores ducovered : 
That done, our day of marriage shall be youn ; 
One feut, OM houB«, one mutaal happioeu. {ExevU. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



OF this play there is a tradition, preserved by Mr. 
Rowe, that it was written at the command of Queen Eli- 
zabeth, who was so delighted with the character of Fal- 
stafT, that she wished it to be diffused throagh more plays ; 
but suspecting that it might pall by continued uniformity, 
directed the poet to diversify his manner, by shewing 
him in love. No task is harder than that of writing to 
the ideas of another. Shakespeare knew what the queen, 
if the story be true, seems not to have known, that by 
any real passion of tenderness, the selfish craft, the care* 
less jollity, and the lazy luxury of Falstaff must have suf^ 
fered so much abatement, that little of his former cast 
would have remained. Falstaff could not love, but by 
ceasing to be Falstaff. He could only counterfeit love, 
and his professions could be prompted, not by the love of 
pleasure, but of money. Thus the poet approached, as 
near as be could, to the work enjoined him ; yet having 
perhaps in the former plays completed his own idea» 
seomf* not to have beeo able to give Falstaff all his for* 
mer power of entertainment. 

This comedy is remarkable for the variety and number 
of tlie persooageSy who exhibit more characters appro* 
priated and diBcriminated, than perhaps can be found in 
any other play. 

Wliethcr Shakespeare was the first that produced upon 
the English stage the effect of language distorted and de- 
praved by provincial or foreign pronunciation, I cannot 
certainly decide. This mode of forming ridiculous cha- 
racters can confer praise only on him, who originally dis* 
covered it, for it requires not much of either wit or judg- 
ment : its success must be derived almost whoUy from the 
player, but its power in a skilful mouth, even he that de- 
spises it, is unable to resist. 

The conduct of this drama is deficient ; the action be- 
gins and ends oflen before the conclusion, and the differ- 
ent parts might change place without inconvenience ; but 
its general power, that power by which all works of ge- 
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Dias ehall finally be tried, is euch, that perhaps it never 
jet had reader or spectator, who did Dot think it too sooB 
at the end. Johnsoit. 

A few of the incidents in this comedy might haye been 
tiken from an old translation of // Pecorone by Giovanni 
Fiorentino. I have lately met with the same story in a 
Tery contemptible performance, intitled, The fortunate^ 
^ dectivtd^ and the unfortunate Lowers, Of this book, aa 
I am told, there are several impressions ; but that in 
which I read it was published in 1632, quarto. A some- 
what similar story occurs in Piacevoli M'otti di Straparoia^ 
Nott. 4a. Far. 4a* Steeyeks. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 
Sr JoRH Falstatf 

FEllTOIf. 

Shallow, a country juHict 
Slender, cousin to ^tallow. 

Mr Pa^' ( ^^ gendemen dweUing ai Windi^. 

William Page, a boy, $on to Mr. Pagt, 

Sir UviiB Evans, a Welch parton. 

Dr, Caius, a French physician. 

Host of the Garter Inn. 

Bardolph, ^ 

Pistol, > followers of Falstq^. 

NVM, ) 

Robin, page to Falstqff'. 
Simple, servant to Slender. 
RuoBT, servant to Dr. Caius. 



Mrs. Ford. 

Mrs. Page. 

Mrs, Anne Page, her daughter^ %n love with FmUm* 

Mrs. Q][7icKLT, servant to Dr. Caius. 

Servants to Page^ Ford^ ^c. 
SCEAfEp Windsor ; and t^ parts adjacetii^ 
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MERRY WIVES OP WINDSOIL 



ACT L 

SCENE \.—Wind9or. Before Page'0 house. EnUr Jin- 
tice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh Evaks. 

Shallow, 

Sir Hugh, persuade me not ; I will make a Star-chaa* 
ber matter of it : if he were twenty sir John FalBtaA, 
he shall not abuse Robert Shallow, Esquire. 

Slen. In the county of Gloster, justice of peace, and 
coram. 

ShaL Ay, cousin Slender, and Cust-alorum^ 

Slen. Ay, and ratal arum too ; and a gentleman bom, 
master parson ; who writes himself armtgero ; in any bill, 
warrant, quittance, or obligation, armigero. 

SuU. Ay, that I do ; and have done any time these 
three hundred years. 

Slen All his successors, gone before him, have done*t; 
and all his ancestors, that come after him, may : thej 
may give the dozen white luces in their coat 

Shal. It is an old coat. 

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an old coal 
well ; it agrees well, passant : it is a familiar beast to 
man, and signifies — love. 

Shal. The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish is an old 
coat.* 

Slen. I may quarter, coz ? 

Shal. You may, by marrying. 

[1 ] 0«ir author here alludes to the arms of Sir Thomas Lucy, who ii said to h«ve 
prosecuted him io the youoKer part of his life for a miademeaoor, and who is sup- 
posed to be pointed at under the character of Justice Shallow. The text, however, 
Dy some carelesoess of the printer or transcriber, has been so corrupted, that the 
pa^^age. as it stands at present, seems inexplicable. MAIiONE. 

Mr. William 01dTs(NoTToy King at Arms, and well known from the share he had 
in compiling the Blographia Britanmica, amooK the collections which he left for a 
Lifr of Shaketpfare) observeo, that—" thtre was a very aged gentleman living in 
the neighbourhood of Stratrnrd, (i»bere be died fltty years since) who had not oo3r 
beard, from levertl old people ia that towo, of Shake^are*i tramsreasioo, bat eoula 



f5ft nmtT wTTci act r. 

Eva. ft IB mairing, indeed, if he qutrter it 

Shal. Not a wkiit. 

Eva, Yes, py'r-lady ; if he has a aaarter of joar coat, 
Ibeve is but three skirts for yourselt, in my 8iiiq>le con- 
jectures : but this is aD one : If sir John Falstaff hare 
cvamitted disparageroeuts unto you, 1 am of the church, 
aid wtU be glad to do my benevolence, lo make atone* 
Benta and compromises between you. 

Shal. The council shall hear it ; it is a riot 

Eva, h is not meet the council hear a riot ; there ii 
aa fev of Got in a riot : the council, look you, shall de- 
sre to bear the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot ; take 
jour vizaments in that. 

Shal. Ha ! o' my hie, if! were young again, the swoid 
abouJd end it 

Eva, It is petter that friends is the sword, and end it : 
and there is also another device in my prain, which, per- 
adrenture, prings g^t (fiscretioas widi it : There ia Anne 
Faige, which is daughter to master George Page, which 
it pretty virginity. 

Slen, Mistress Anne Page ? she has brown hair, and 
^»eaks small like a woman. 

Eva. It is that fery person for all the *orld, as just 
as you wiM desire ; and seven hundred pounds of monies, 
and gold, and silver, is her grandsire, upon his death^t 
ted (Grot deliver to a joyful resurrections !) give, when 
she is able to overtake seventeen years old : it were a 
goot motion, tf we leave our pribbles and prabUes, and 

nmeniber the Ant sUanof tlie bitter btlltd. which, npmtiaf to on* of Ui ae- 
•uaiotuce, be preterv«d it ki writing ; lod ber« ft Is, neither better nor «i 
iot raithfully traotcrilyed froiB tlM copj which hli r«latioa wy tomttomij 
puAicated to me : 

** A parliement member, • jintiee of petec, 
** At home « poor scare-erowe, at Loimmio an ) 
** If lowsie is Lucy, m some follLemiscalie It, 
*' Then Lucy it lowtie wbaterer beCitt it : 
** He thinks biouelfe greate, 
** Tet an esse in his state, 
*• We allow by his ears but withaaseeto mate. 
** If Lucy is lowsie, as some rolke misealle it, 
«' Sim; lowsie Lucy, whatever befall it.** 

** Cootemptible as this performance mnit now appear, at the Om wbea k wm 

written it ausht havs had sufficient power to irritate a vain, waalt. and TiodfetH^ 

. Mgktrate : especially aa it was aflUed to seTeral of bis par t -ga t ea. and ranat 

• neotly pubMshtd aonoc bis neighbours, ^ft may be remarked Ukewiae, that tb» 

ogle on which it turns, occurs in the flrst scene of the Merrw WUfu^ Wimitm.** 

1 any add, that the veracity of the late Mr. Oldys has never been iaqpeacbc<i; aiif 

a is not very probable that s ballad sboald be forged, fro0 whkha n 

viCCMMdtnrf ottrhiBphorarisdiriiriMicreduUtf. VttElY, 
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desire a marriage Detweeo master Abraham, «id aktttm 
Anne Page. 

Shed, Did her graadsire lea?e her aeyeo buadred 
pound ? 

Eva. Ay, and her £ither is make her a petter penn^ 

ShaL I know the young gentlewoman ; she has g^d g^ifii. 

E-va, Seven hundred pounds, and possihilitiea, is gool 

gifts. 

Shal. Well, let us see honest master Page : Is Falateff 
there? 

Eva. Shall I tell you a lie ? I do despise a liar, as I 4o 
despise one that is false ; or, as I despise one that is oot 
true. The knight, sir John, is there ; and, I beseeck 
you, he ruled by your well-willers. I will peat the door 
\knocks] for master Page.—- What, hoal Got pless yaar 
house here ! 

Page. Who's there ? 

Enter Page. 

Eva. Here is Got's plessing, and, your friend, and jus 
tice Shallow : and here young master Slender ; that, per- 
adyentures, shall tell you another tale, if matters grow to 
your hkings. 

Pctge. I am glad to see your worships well : I thadc 
you for my venison, master Shallow. 

Shal. Master Page, 1 am glad to see you ; Much goo4 
do it your good heart ! I wished your venison better ; it 
was ill kiird : — How doth good mistress Page ? — and I 
thank you always with my heart, la ; with my heart 

Page. Sir, I thank you. 

Shai. Sir, I thank you ; by yea and no, I do. 

Page. I am glad to see you, good master Slender. 

Slen. How does your fallow gpreyhound, sir ? I heard 
say, he was outrun on Cotsale. 

Page. It could not be judg'd, sir. 

iS/ei». You'll not confess, you'll not confess. 

Shal. That he will not ; — 'tis your fault, 'tis your fault : 
— 'Tis a good dog. 

Page. A cur, sir. 

•S9^/. Sir, h^'s a good dog, and a fair dog : Can there be 
more said ? he is good, and air. — Is sir John Falstaffhere ? 

Page, Sir, he is within ; and I would I could do a good 
office between you. 

'Eva. It is spoke as a Christian ought to speak. 



1» 



t64 IKMIT WIVE* ACT I. 

Skai. He hath wrong'd me, master Page. 

Page, Sir, he doth in some sort confess it 

SuU. If it be confessM, it is not redressM ; is not that 
00, master Page ? He hath wrong'd me ; — indeed, he 
hath ; — at a word, he hath ; — ^beheve me : Robert Shal- 
low, Elsquire, saith, be is wrong'd. 

Page, Here comes sir John. 

iMter Sir John Falstaff, Bardolph, Nm, and Pistol. 

Fal. Now, master Shallow ; you'll complain of me to 
the king? 

Shal, Knight, you have beaten my men, killed my deer, 
and broke open my lodge.* 

fal. But not kiss'd your keeper's daughter. 

Shal, Tut, a pin ! this shall be answer'd. 

Fal. I will answer it straight ; — I have done all this : — 
That is now answer'd. 

Shal, The council shall know this. 

fal, 'Twere better for you, if it were known in comi- 
sel ; you'll be laugh'd at. 

Ev, Pauca verba, sir John, good worts. 

Fal, Good worts !' good cabbage. — Slender, I broke 
your head ; What matter have you against me ? 

Slen, Marry, sir, I have matter in my head against yon ; 
and a^nst your coney-catching rascals, Bardolph, Nym, 
and Pistol. They carried me to the tavern, and made Be 
drank, and afterwards picked my pocket* 

Bard. You Banbury cheese !* 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Pist, How now, Mephostophilus ?* 

Slen, Ay, it is no matter. 

JSTym. Slice, i say ; pauca, pauca; slice ! that's my hu- 
mour. 

Slen, Where's Simple, my man ? can you tell, cousin t 

Eva, Peace, I pray you! Now let us understand: 
There is three umpires in this matter, as I understand : 
that is, master Page, fidelicet, master Pag^ ; and there 

■' — III .m^mmm^im^m^mm 

P] This probably alludes to some real ioeideiit, at Uiat time well known. 

JORK80V. 



This it mid in •Ihisioo to the thio carraee of Slender. The aame tteufM 
««n io Jack Dnm^t Entertainment, 1601 : '* Put oiT vour ckiCbea, aed joa are UkM 
m Baobunr cbeeae.—DothinK but parimr.** 8TEEVENS. 

[5] This b the name of a !*pirit, or ramiltar, in tbe old atory bookoC^ir JMs #tat- 
imt9 or Joh» FMrt : to wbom our author alludaa, Act IL at. a T. WA&T0JI> 
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is myself, Jlddtcet, myself; and the three party is, lastly 
and finally, mine host of the Garter. 

Page. We three, to hear it, and end it between them. 

Eva. Fery goot : I will make a prief of it in my note* 
book ; and we will afterwards 'ork upon the cause with 
as great discreetly as we can. 

Fal. Pistol— 

Ptst. He hears with ears. 

Eva. The tevil and his tarn ! What phrase «s this, Ht 
hears Ttnth ear ? Why, it is affectations. 

Fal. Pistol, did you pick master Slender's purse ? 

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, (or 1 would I might 
never come in mine own gpreat chamber again else,) of 
seven groats in mill-sixpences, and two Edward shovel- 
boards, that cost me two shilling and two pence a-piece 
•f Yead Miller, by these gloves. 

Fal. Is this true. Pistol ? 

Eva. No ; it is false, if it is a pick-purse. 

Piit. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner ! — Sir John, and 
master mine, 
I combat challenge of this latten bilboe :* 
Word of denial in thy labras here ;^ 
Word of denial : froth and scum, thou ly'st 

iS/efi. By these gloves, then, Hwas he. 

Ajffii. tie advised, sir, and pass good humours : I will 
say, marry trap^^ with you, if you run the nuthook's 
humour on me ; that is the very note of it 

Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face had it : for 
though I cannot remember what I did when you made me 
drunk, yet I am not altogether an ass. 

Fal. What say you, Scarlet and John ?• 

Bard. Why, sir, for my part, 1 say, the gentleman had 
drunk himself out of his five sentences. 

Eva. It is his five senses : fye, what the ignorance is! 

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say, cashier'd ; 
and so conclusions pass'd the careires. 

[6] Pistol, seeing 81eoder surb a iIjid, puoT wij^ht. would iotimsite, thst he is as 
thill as s plate of that compound metal. v.hkt\ It called latten : and which was, as w« 
aj« told, the old oHcAoic. THEOBALD. 

JU&lten may sifuiiif oo more thai) at thin as a taVk. 8TEE VENS. 

[7] I suppose it sthould rather be rea<i— * fford of denial i» mjr labrat bear ;*— i. • 
hear the word of denial in my lipt. Thou If it. JOHNSON. 

[p] When a man was caught in his own stratagem, I suppose the eaclamsti— <f 
iDSult waa-HMrry. f rep / JOHNSON. 

[9 J The Dames of two of Robin Uood^s companions ; but the humour eonsisls in 
the aHusioo to Bardolph's red face : coBceroing which aee Tkt Secftd Fori ^£Ulg 
Bwsir. WAKBURTOX 
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SUn. At, joq spake in Latin then too ; bnt 'tis no 
matter : 1*11 ne*er be drunk whilst I live again, but ia 
iMoest, civil, godly company, for this trick : if I be 
drunk. Til be drunk with those that have the fear <^God, 
and not with drunken knaves. 

Eva. So Got *udge me, that is a virtuous mind. 

Fal. You hear all these matters denied, gentlemen ; 
you hear it. 

Enter Mittreti Anhe Page, with artW ; MUtrtn Ford anil 

Miitrttt Page following. 

Page, Nay, daughter, carry the wine in ; we'll drink 
within. [Exit Akrc Page. 

SUn. O heaven ! this is mistress Anne Page* 

Page. How now, mistress Ford ? 

Fal, Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are very well 
met : by your leave, good mistress. [Kiuing ker. 

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome : — Come, 
we have a hot venison pasty to dinner : come, gentlemen, 
I hope wc shall drink down all unkindness. 

1 Exeunt all but Sbal. Slerd. ondEvARS. 
16 r than forty shillings, I had my \)o6k 
of songs and sonnets here : — 

Enter Simple. 

How now, Simple ! Where have you been ? I most wait 
on myself, must I ? You have not T%e Book of RiddUt 
about you, have you ? 

Sim. Book of Riddles ! why, did you not lend it to 
Alice Shortcake, upon Allhallowmas last, a fortnight afere 
Michaelmas ? 

Shal. Come, coz ; come, coz ; we stay for yon. A 
word with you, coz : marry, this, coz ; There is, as 
'twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off by sir 
Hugh here ; — Do you understand me ? 

S,en. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable ; if it be 8O9 
I shall do that that is reason. 

Shal^ Nay, but understand me. 

SUn. So 1 do, sir. 

Eva. Give ear to his motions, master Slender : I wiD 
description the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 

Slen, Nay, 1 will do as my cousin Shallow says : I pray 
you, pardon me ; he's a justice of peace in lus coimttjt 
simple though 1 stand here. 



*' 



1^ 



ACT f. OF WINDSOH. S57 

Eva. But itM i§ not the question ; the question is con* 
CerniDg your marriage. 

Shot. Ay, there's the point, sir. 

Eva. Marry is it ; the very point of it ; to mistresa 
Anne Page. 

Slen. Why, if it be so, I will marry her» upon any rea« 
sonable demands. 

Eva. But can yon affection the 'oman ? Let us com* 
mand to know that of your mouth, or of your Ups ; for 
divers philosophers hold, that the lipe is parcel of the 
mouth ; — Therefore, precisely, can you carry your good 
will to the maid ? 

SkaL Cousin Abraham Slender, can you lore her ? 

Slen. I hope, sir, — I will do, as it shall become one that 
would do reason. 

Eva. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, yon must speak 
possitable, if you can carry her your desires towards her. 

Skal. That you must: Will you, upon good dowry, 
marry her ? 

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that, upon your re« 
quest, cousin, in any reason. 

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet coz ; what 
I do, is to pleasure you, coz ; Can you love the maid ? * 

Slen. I will marry her, sir, at your request ; but if 
there be no great love in the beginning, yet heaven may 
decrease it upon better acquaintance, when we are mar* 
ried, and have more occasion to know one another : | 
hope, upon &milianty will grow more contempt : but if 
you say, marry her^ 1 will marry her, that I am freelj 
dissolved, and dissolutely. 

Eva. It is a fery discretion answer ; save, the fanP ii 
in the 'ort disaoltUely : the 'ort is, according to our mean* 
iDg, resolutely; — his meaning is good. 

Skal. Ay, I think my cousin meant well. 

Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged, la. 

Re-enter Anne Page. 
ShaJ. Here comes fair mbtress Anne : — 'Would I were 
young, for your sake, mistress Anne ! 

Anne. The dinzftr is on the table ; my &ther desires 
your worship's company. 

Skal. I will wait on him, fair mistress Anne. 
Eva. Od's plessed will ! I will not be absence at the 
grace. [Exe. SaiiL. and Sir H. Evans. 

17 Vol. I. 
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JInne. Will't please your worship to come id, sir ? 
Slen. No, I tliank you, forsooth, heartily ; I am tei7 
well. 
Anne, The dinner attends you, sir. 
Sen. I am not a-hungry, 1 thank yon, fortooth : — G0| 
tirrah, for all you are my man, go, wait upon my cousin 
Shallow : [Ex. Simp.] A justice of peace sooftetime may 
be beholden to his fhend for a man : — I keep but three 
men and a boy yet, till my mother be dead : But what 
though ? yet I live like a poor gentleman bom. 

Anne. 1 may not go in without your worship : they will 
Dot sit, till you come. 

Slen. i'&ith, I'll eat nothing : I thank you as much as 
though I did. 

•^firte. 1 pray you, sir, walk in. 

Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank yon : I bruised 
my shin the other day with playing at sword and dagger 
with a oMster of fence, three veneys* for a dish of stew- 
ed prunes ; and, by my troth, I cannot abide the smell of 
hot meat since. — Why do your dogs bark so ? be tbere 
bears i' the town ? 

Anne. I think there are, sir ; I heard them talked oC 

Slen. I love the sport well ; but I shall as soon qoaml 
at it, as any man in England : — You are afraid, if you tee 
the bear loose, are you not ? 

Anne. Ay, indeed, sir. 

Slen. That's meat and drink to roe now : I have seen 
Sackorson loose twenty times ; and have taken him bj 
the chain : but I warrant you, the women have so cried 
and shrieked at it, that it pass'd :* but women, indeed, 
cannot abide 'em; they are very ill-favoured, rough 
things. 

Re-enter Page. 

Page. Come, gentle master Slender, come ; we stay 
for you. 

Slen. I'll eat nothing, I thank you, sir. 

Pa^e. By cock and pye, you shall not choose, nr:-— 
Come, come. 

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way. . 

[1] i «. three vtunet, Fr. Three different 8«t-to*«, W«f«, (or Atf*. m Mr. Mt- 
kme. perhBf w more properly, explaina the won<,) • techaical term. 8TB. 

[a] /( pa$$'d or {Mr p*t$e$, was a wejr of ipeekiiiK rmtoirary beretofor*, toiilil' 
fy the eseen, or txtraordinarif degree of any tbiof; The aMteiica comgiiKOfd 
would be, ThU pattet ail expre$siwi^ or perbapn. TkU pmaut mil ikingt. We «fll 
vn pdttUii t9tll, f€tiiMt UrtMie. WARBURTON. 
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Page. Come on, sir. 

Slen, Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first. 

Anne. Not 1, sir ; pray you, keep on. 

Slen. Truly, I will not go first ; truly, la : I will not do 
you that wrong. 

Anne, I pray you, sir. 

Slen. I'll rather he unmannerly, than trouhlesome ; you 
do yourself wrong, indeed, la. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

The tame. Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Eva. Go yoar ways, and ask of Dr. Caius* house, which 
is the way : and there dwells one mistress Quickly, which 
is in the manner of his nurse, or his dry nurse, or his 
cook, or his laundry, his washer, and his wringer. 

Sim. Well, sir. 

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet : — give her this letter ; for 
it is a 'oman that altogether's acquaintance with mistress 
Anne Page ; and the letter is, to desire and require her 
to solicit your master's desires to mistress Anne Page : I 
pray you, be gone ; I will make an end of my dinner ; 
there's pippins and cheese to come. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

A room in the Garter Inn. Enter Falstapf, Hosty Bar* 
DOLPH, Nym, Pistol, and Robin. 

Fal. Mine host of the Garter, — 

Host. What says my bully-rook ?* speak scholarly, and 
wisely. 

Fal. Truly, mine host, I must turn away some of my 
followers. 

Hott. Discard, bully Hercules ; cashier : let them wag i 
trot, trot. 

Fal. I sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host. Thou'rt an emperor, Caesar, Keisar, and Phee- 
zar. I will entertain Bardolph ; he shall draw, he shall 
tap : said I well, bully Hector ? 

[3] The latter part of thii compound title ia taken froa tbe roott it the saiM 

«r cbeaa. STEEV EN9. Bulljf-rwk aeens to Imto been the reediog of ione edi- 

tioos : In otben it ia huttf-rock. Mr. Steeveo«*a explanation of it aa alluding to 
cheas-men, b rij^t. But Shakespeare micht poaalbljr have siveo tt buUjr-roc*, as 
reel: is tbe true name of these men, which tt aohened or corrupted into reeit. Tb«r« 
la seemingly more humour io builj-redr. WBALLST. 
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FaL Do so, good mine host. 

Host. I have spoke ; let him follow : Let me see thee 
froth, and lime :M am at a word ; follow. [Exit, 

Fai. Bardolph, follow him ; a tapster is a good d*ade : 
Ad old cloak makes a new jerkin ; a withered •erring- 
man, a fresh tapster : Go ; adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that I have desired : I will thnTe.[£r. 

Pitt. O base Gongarian wight! wilt thoQ the spigot 
wield?* 

Nym. He was gotten in drink : Is not the homoar c<»i- 
ceited ? His mind is not heroic, and there^s the humour of it. 

FaL 1 am glad I am so acquit of this tinder-box ; his 
Aeils were too open : his filching was like an unskilful 
sing^r^ he kept not time. 

Aym. The g^d humour is, to steal at a minute's rest. 

Pist. Convey, the wise it call : Steal ! ibh ; a fico for 
the phrase ! 

FaL Well, sirs, t am almost out at heels. 

PisL Why then, let kibes ensue. 

FaL There is no remedy ; I must coney-catch; I moil 
sbiA. 

Pist. Young ravens must have food. 

FaL Which of you know Ford of this town ? 

Pist. I ken the wight ; he is of substance good. 

FaL My honest lad^, I will tell you what I am about. 

Pist. Two yards, and more. 

FaL No quips now. Pistol ; indeed, I am in the waist 
two yards aoout : but I am now about no waste ; 1 am 
about thrifl. Briefly, I do mean to make love to Ford*8 
wife ; I spy entertainment in her ; she discourses, she 
carves, she gives the leer of invitation : I can construe 
tlie actiMi of her familiar style ; and the hardest voice 
of her behaviour, to be English'd rightly, is, I am sir 
John FalstaJTs. 

Pist. He hath studied her well, and translated her 
well ; out of honesty into English. 

Nym. The anchor is deep : Will that humour pass ? 

FaL Now, the report goes, she has all the rule of her 
husband's purse ; she hath legions of angels. 



[4] Fflkinf beer. an<l Hming mck, were trick* practised ta tbe Xkmm of FWrf- 
f1>eftre. The fin4 wm done by putting soap into tbe bottoB «i the tioltafd wkB» 
thejr drew the beer : tbe other, by mixing Hmt witli tbe tack (i. e. abcrnr) to i 
It iparkle in tbe ?!aM. STKEVENS. 
. 16] TiutJaaparodyoDalijiciBooeortbeoldboBbutplaya. STBSV. 
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Piit. As many devils entertaiD ; and, Vo htr, hcy^ say !• 

Aym. The humour rises ; it is good : hnmoar me thi^ 
angels. 

Fal. I have writ me here a letter to her : and faer# 
another to Page's wife ; who even now gave me good 
eyes too, examin'd my parts with moat judicious eyliads ; 
sometimes the beam of her view gilded my foot, some^ 
times my portly belly. 

Put, Then did the sun on dung-hill bhuie. 

Aym. I thank thee for that humour.^ 

FaL O, she did so course o'er my exteriors with such 
a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did se««i 
to scorch me up like a bifming glass l-^-tiere's another 
letter to her : she bears the purse too ; she is a region in 
Guiana,^ all gold and bounty. I will be 'cheater* to 
them both, and they shall be exchequers to me ; they 
shall be my East and West Indies, and 1 will trade to 
them both. — Go, bear thou this letter to mistress Page ; 
and thou this to mistress Ford :— we will thrive, ladSf wt 
will ^hrive. 

Pts:, Shall I sir Pandanis of Troy become, 
And i>y my side wear steel ? then, Lucifer take ail ! 

JVym. I will run no base humour : here, take the hu- 
mour letter ; I will keep the 'haviour of reputation. 

Fal, Hold, sirrah, bear you these letters tightly ; 
Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores* [To Rob. 
-^Rocrues, hence, avaunt ! vanish like hail-stooes, go ; 
Trudge, plod, away, o' the hoof; seek shelter, pack 1 
Falstaff will learn the humour of this age. 
French thrift, you rogues ; niyself, and skirted page. 

[Exeunt Falstapp mni RoBiM. 



[6] What dittiDfulihm the toogiitte of Njb, fron th«( of Uie otlMr atteoduits on 
PalsttfT. b the comtaot repetttioD of thu phrase. Id the time of Shakespeare such •& 
affectation seems to have oeea sufficieiit to eoark a character. STEBVENS. 



[7] ir the tradidno be true, (as 1 doubt not but M Is.) of this playtelnc wrote aK 
queen Elizabeth'^ comnHuid, this passaj^, perhap, Bav furnish a probablo eoojec* 
Cure that it couJd not appear till after the year 1598. The laeDtiaD of Gslaaa, tMB 
io lately discovered to the English, was a very happy compliiBeot to Sir Walter 
llaleiKh. who did not befin his expedkioo for South AnserieatiU lS9&.aiM) MturMd 
from it in 1696, wHh aik advantageous aeoouot of the ffreat wealth of Guiana. Buek 
an address of the poet was likely. 1 imacioe. to have a proper kBpreesion oq ths 
people, when the intellifenee of such a golden countrr was fi«sb Id their oiiiidi, aad 
gave them expectations of immense gain. THEOBALD. 

[81 The ssme ioke is intended here, as in The Second Pvi ff Benry ike Ftmrlk, 
Act 11 : — ^ I will bar no iHMieit man my house, nor no cheater.**— By which If 
veant EtcktUor. ar i.dii'er in the iiKCheqiier, io no go6d raputd with the coipMi^ 
people. WARBUaTON. - • 
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Ptst. Let Tultures gripe. thy guts !* ibr gourd, aDd'Ibl- 
1am holds,* 
And high aad low beguiles the rich and poor : 
Tester Til have in pouch, when thou shalt lack. 
Base Phrygian Turk ! 

^fyln. I baye operatioDS in mj bead, which be humonrt 
•freveo^. * 

P%$t. Wilt thou rerenffe f 

JVynt. By welkin, and her star I 

Pisi. With wit, or steel ? 

Aym. With both the humours, I : 
I wiU discuss the humour of this love to Page* 

Pisi. And 1 to Ford shall eke unfold,. 
How Faktaff, yarlet vile. 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold. 
And his soft couch defile. 

Aym. My humour shall not cool : I will incense Page 
to deal with poison ; I will possess him with yellowness,* 
for the reTolt of mien is dangerous : that is my true 
humour. 

Ptit. Thou art (he Mars of malcontents : I second 
thee ; troop on. [EocetmL 

SCENE IV. 

Jl Room in Dr, Caivs' Aoum. .Enter Afn. Qpicu.r, 

Simple, omd Rugby. 

Qine. What; John Rugby!-*! pray thee, go to the 
casement, and see if you can see my master, master Doc* 
tor Caias, coming : if he do, i'^th, and find any body in 
the house, here will be* an old abusing of God's patience^ 
and the Uing's English. 

Rug. ril go watch. ' 

QtfK. Go; and we'll have a posset ibr't soon at night, 
in feith, at the latter end of a sea-co4l fire. [Exii Ruo.l 
An honest, . willing, kind fellow, as ever servant shall 
come in house withal ; and, I warrant you, no tell-tale, 

[9] This bemisUrh U a burtotque on a punt* io TMitwfctec, or TheScstkimm 
SktphtHt of witich play a more partieylar aeoogat b zivra io OM of tiM noCat ta 
Bma 1 F. PbH It. Act 1 1. 8TEB V£N8. 

{uFmUam is a eaot term for false cNce. kigk aad iter. Totriaiio. hi hia Itelia 
dictkioary. interprets PUt bv/U«e dice, Mgk mad Un sim, kighjklluu m4 Um 
yirffflVS. WAHBURTON. 

Oomdt were probably dice Io which a leeret eaThy had been made \jyUmmt 
thoae which had beeo loade<fV ith a sosail bit of > td. mgk mi% aod tow mm, which 
vere lilce^ise eaot terms, explain themselves. Hiik oumbers oa the dice, at ht- 
ard. are from Ave to twelTo, ioclusive ; foie, from acea to tour. Bf AL09S. 

(3J r«Uonnitff is jcaloia7. JOBVSON. • > ^. ^ 
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ttor no breed-bate :' his wont fault u, that he is pwtn to 
prayer ; he is sometfaingf peevish that way : but no bodj 
but has his fault ; — but let that pass. Peter Simple, yoa 
Bay your name is? 

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better. 

Qiitc. And master Slender^s your master ? 

Sim, Ay, forsooth. 

Quic, Does he not wear a great round beard, like % 
glover's paring-knife ? 

Sim. No, forsooth : he hath but a little wee &ce,^ 
with a little yellow beard ; a Cain-coloured beard.* 

Qutc. A sofUy-sprighted man, is he not ? 

Sim. Ay, forsooth : but he is as tall a man of his hands, 
as any is between this and his head ; he hath fought with 
a warrener, 

Qmc. How say you ? — O, I should remember him ; 
Does he not hold up his head, as it were ? and strut in 
his gait ? 

Sim. YeSy indeed, does he. 

Qttic. Well, heaven send Anne Page no worse for* 
tnne ! — Tell master parson Evans, 1 will do what I can 
for your master : Anne is a good g^rl, and I wish-«- 

Re^nter Rugby. 

Rttg. Out, alas ! here comes my master. 

Q»?f. We shall all be shent :* Run in here, good young 
man ; go into this closet \Shut» Simple in the clottt^ 

He will not stay long. — What, John Rugby ! John, what, 
John, 1 say !— 4jo, John, go, inquire for my master ; 1 
doubt, he be not well, that he comes not home : — and 
downy dawn, cLdawn-a, i'c. [Sings, 

Enter Doctor Caius. 

Caius. Vat is you sing ? I do not Uke dese toyt : Pray 
you, go and vetch me in my closet tin boitier vera ;' a box, 
a green-a box ; Do intend vat I speak ? a green-a box. 

^31 M« it «a obnlet^ word, liipiifylos strife. coDteotkni. 8TEE YENS. 

[4] If ef, in tbe onrUiern dialect, sicoiae* verj lKtl«. Thtu, in tlie Scottish pro- 
Tcrb that apologizes for a little woman's marriaire with a bif man :— " A nee mouse 
will creep under a mickle comttaclc." COLLINS. 

LUtle met laq>lte8 sooietliiDiK extremely diminutive, and is a very eonmon vulfir 
idiom in tbe North. Wu alone, has only the sigoiflcation of liJtUt. Thus Clere- 
laod :— ^' A Yorkshire ntt 6if, lonser than a mile.**— The prorerb is, a mile and • 
9tu M: L e. about a leai^ic ukI a half. RITSON. 

[5] Cain and Judas, in the tapestries and pictures of old, were represented witk 
ye/^oi* beards. THEOBALD. 

In an afe, when but a small part of the nation could rivl. ideas were freqnentlj 
bcMTOwed from represeatations in paiotinK or tapestry STEE VBN9. 
Shtnt^ i. e. scolded, rouchly treated. 8TE EVENS. 
B»UUf io French sifaiAes a case of lurseoo*! imtrumtoti. 6RE7. 
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qmc Ay, forsooth, VW fetch it jon. I am gUd he 
went not in himself : if he had found the yoimg man, he 
would have been horn-mad. [Jhiie^ 

Caius. Fe,fe,fe,fe! ma foi, il fait fort ehamd. Jt m*m 
vait d la Cour,'~-4a grande qffain. 

Quic. Is it this, sir ? 

Caius, Qui ; mettre le au tnon pocket ; Dtptdu^ qukk- 
Ij : — Vere is dat knave Rugby ? 

Qute. What, John Ri^by ! Joho ! 

Rug. Here, sir. 

Catui. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack Rug^ 
by : Come, take-a your rapier, and come after my heel 
to de court. 

Rug, 'Tis ready, sir, here in the porch. 

Caius. By my trot, I tarry too long : — Od's me ! Qa'sf 
foublid? dere is some simples in my closet, dat I fill not 
for the varld 1 shall leate behind. 

Qtttc. Ah me ! he'll find the young man there, and 
be mad. 

Caius. O iiahUy diahU ! vat is in my closet ?— Vil* 
laine ! larron ! — Rugby, my rapier. [r«(/tfig Sui. mtu 

Quic. Good master, be content. 

Cotius. Vere fore shall I be content-a ? 

Quic. The young man is an honest man. 

Caius. Vat shall de honest man do in my cfeset ? dere 
is no honest Bian dat shall come in my closet. 

Qiite. 1 beseech you, be not so flegmatk ; hear the 
truth of it : He came of an errand to me from panon Hugh. 

Caius. Veil. 

Sim. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to— «• 

Quic. Peace, I pray you. 

Caius. Peace-a your tongue :— Speak-a your tale. 

Sim. To desire this honest gentiewoman, your naid, 
to speak a good word to mistress Anne Page for toy mis* 
ter, in the way of marriage. 

Quic. This is all, indeed, la ; but TU ne*er put my fin- 
ger in the fire, and need not. 

Caius. Sir Hugh send-a you ? — Rugby, baiUez me some 
paper : — Tarry you a little-a while. [Writes* 

Quic. I am glad he is so quiet : if he had been tho- 
rooghly moved, you should have heard him so loud, and 
so melancholy ; — But notwithstanding, man, VW do your 
master what good 1 can : and the very yea and the no 
iM, the French doctor, my master, — I may call him my 



ACT I. or WINDSOR. S6S 

master, look you, fof I keep his hofue ; and Lvfrash, 
wring, brew,' bake, scour, dress meat and drink, make 
the beds, and do all myself; — 

Sim, ^Tis a great charge, to come ander one body^s hand. 
Quic. Are you avis'd o' that ? you shall 6nd it a great 
charge : and to be up early and down late ;— but notwith- 
standing, (to tell you in your ear ; 1 would have no wdrds ' 
of it ;) my master himself is in love with mistress Anne 
Page : bat notwithstanding that, — I know Anne'e inind,-^ 
that^s neither here nor there. 

Caius."^ Yon jack^nape ; g^ve-a dis letter to sir Hugh ; 
by gar, it is a shallenge : I vill cut his troat in de park ; 
and I vill teach a scurvy jack-a-nape priest to meddle or 
make : — ^yoa may be gone ; it is not good you tarry 
lie re : — by gar, 1 vill cut all his two stones ; by gar, he 
shall not have a stone to trow at his dog. [Elxit Sim. 

Qutc. Alas, he speaks but for his friend. 
Caitu, ft is no matter-a for dat :— ^o not you tell-a 
me, dat I shall have Anne Page for myself.' — by gar, I 
vill kill de Jack priest ;* and I have appointed mine host 
of de Jarterre to measure our weapon : — By gar, I vill 
myself have Anne Page. 

Qtitc. Sir, the maid loves yon, and all shall be well : 
we must give £>lks leave to prate : What, the good* 
jer l^ 

Caius, Rugby, come to de court vit me : — By ^r, if I 
have not Anne Page, I shall turn your head out i>f mj 
door : — Follow my heels, Rugby. [Ex. Cai. ^ Rva. 

Qutc. You shall have An fool's-head of your own. No, 
1 know Anne's mind for that : never a woman in Wir.dsor 
knows more of Anne's mind than I do ; nor can do more 
more than I do with her, 1 thank heaven^ '"^ ' 

FerUan. [Within.] Who's within there, ho ? 
^ Quic. Who's there, 1 trew ? Come near the house, I 
pray you. 

Enter Fenton. 
Fent. How now, good woman ; how dost thou ? 
Qutc. The better, that it pleases your good worship to 
ask. 

[81 Jack, in our tutbor's time, was a term of contempt. MAIX)NE .^ 
m 8b^ meua to »y— •♦ the f eii/«r«," i. e. morbus QtiUiemt. ST EE V 3**' 
Mra. Quickly scarcely ever pronounces a bard word rtichtly. Good jer aad Co o S 
9<«r were In our author** time common corruptions of (oujcre ; and in the boolEt of 
thtt age the word h as ofteo wriUen one way as tte otter. MALONC 

Vol. I. M 
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Pent. What news ? bow does pretty miatrefls Anoe f 

Qtfie. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and honest, and 
rentle ; and one that is jour friend, I can tell j(m that 
bj the Fsy ; 1 praise heaven for it. 

feni. Shall I do any good, thinkest thoa ? ShaSi I not 
lose my suit ? 

Quic. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above : but not* 
withstanding, master Fenton, Til be sworn on a book, 
she loves you : — Have not your worship a wart abore 
your eye ? 

Fent. Yes, marry, have 1 ; what of that ? * 

Qttic. Well, thereby hangs a tale ;^-good &ith, it if 
such another Nan ; — ^but, I detest, an honest maid as e?er 
broke bread : — We had an hour's talk of that wart ;— I 
shall never laugh but in that maid's company t-^Bnt, in- 
deed, she is given too much to allicholly and musing : But 
for you — Well, go to. 

FtnL Well, I shall see her to-day : Hold, there's bm- 
ney for thee ; let me have thy voice in my behalf: if thov 
seest her before me, commend me — 

Qvtc. WiU I ? rfaith, that we wiU : and 1 will tell yov 
worship more of the wart, the next time we have coofi* 
dence ; and of other wooers. 

Fent. Well, farewell ; I am in great haste now. [Exit. 

Qiac. Farewell to your worship. — Truly, an honest 
gentleman ; but Anne loves him not ; for 1 know Anne's 
mind as well as another does : — Out opon*t i what have 
I forgot ? [Exit 

ACT IL 

SCENE L— Before Page's house. Enter MUtrtu Page, 

with a letter. 

Mrs. Page. 

WHAT ! have I 'scapM love-letters in the holy-day time 
of my beauty, and am I now a subject for them ? Let me 
see : [Reads. 

Ask tne no reason why I love you; for though hve 
vse reason for his precisian,^ he admits him not for his 

V} ^Jpretisiam ii meant one who preiendi to a more Una ordiurr defme flf 
Tirtue Mid sanctity. On which account they KiTt this name to the purjten of tM 

!S?.* . ^.'^?J'-7~"T!i*o?;™*^*' **'■ ri£W« ■<*»• to »»ve bcea veij seMnUr 
rUiculed Id Uie tine oT tStekopeue. 8T££ VEI78. 
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counsellor : You are not young, no more am I ; go to 
then, there* $ tyrnpatky : you are merry, to am I ; hai 
ka ! then there'' s more sympathy; you love sack, and so 
do I ; would you desire better sympathy ? Let it suffice 
thee, mistress Page, (at the least, if the love of a sol* 
dier can suffice) that I love thee. I will not say, pity 
me, Uis not a soldier'like phrase ; but I say, love me. 
By me. Thine own true knight^ 

By day or night. 
Or any kind of light. 
With all his might, 

For thee to JighU John FalsUff. 

What a Herod of Jewry is this ?— O wicked, wicked 
world '.—one that is well nigh worn to pieces with age, 
to show himself a young gaUant ! — What an unweighed 
behavioar has this Flemish drunkard picked (mth the 
devil's name) out of my conversation, that he dares in 
this manner assay me ? Why, he hath not been thrice in 
my company ! — What should I say to him ? — I was then 
frugal of my mirth : — heaven forgive me ! — Why, Til ex- 
hibit a bill in the parliament for the putting down of men. 
How shall I be revenged on him ? for revenged I will be. 
as sure as his guts are made of puddings. 

Enter Mistress FoRO. 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page ! trust me, I was going to 
your house. 

Mrs. Page. And, trust me, I was coming to you. You 
look very ill. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, V\\ ne'er believe that ; I have to 
show to the contrary. 

Mrs. Page. 'Faith, but you do in my mind. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, I do then ; yet, I say, I could, show 
you to the contrary : O, mistress Page, g^ve me some 
counsel ! ^ 

Mrs. Page. What's the matter, woman ? 

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one trifling re« 
Bpect, I could come to such honour ! 

Afrt. Page. Hang the trifle, woman ; take the honour : 
What is it ? — dispense with trifles ; — what is it ? 

Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eternal mo- 
ment, or so, I could be knighted. » 

Mrs. Page. What ?— thou liest !— Sir Alice Ford !— 
These knights will hack ; and so thou shouldst not alter 
the article of thy gentry. 
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Mr$, Ford. We bum day-light : — ^here, read, read ;— > 
perceive how I might be knighted. — 1 shall thmk the 
wone of fiit men, as long as I have an eye to make diA 
fereoce of men's liking : And yet he would not swear ; 
praised women's modesty : and gave such orderly and 
well-behaved reproof to all uncomeliness, that I woqM 
liave sworn his disposition would have gone to the trath 
of his words : but they do no more adhere and keep place 
together than the hundredth psalm to the tune of Green 
Sleeves. What tempest, I trow, threw this whale, with 
so many tons of oil in his belly, ashore at Windsor? Hoir 
shall I be revenged on him ? I think, the best way were 
to entertain him with hope, till the wicked fire of liut 
have melted him in his own grease .-*Did yon ever hear 
the like ? 

Mrs, Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name sf 
Page and Ford differs ! — To thy great comfort id this 
mystery of ill opinions, here's the twin-brother of thy let- 
ter : but let thine inherit first ; for, 1 protest, mine never 
shall. 1 warrant, he hath a thousand of thej^; letteis> 
writ with blank space for different names, (sure more,) 
and these are of the second edition : he will print them, 
out of doubt ; for he cares not what he puts into the 
press, when he would put us two. I had rather be a gi- 
antess, and lie under mount Pelion. Well, I wili find you 
twenty lascivious turtles, ere one chaste man. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very same ; the rerj hand^ 
the very words : What doth he think of us ? 

Mrs. Pa^e. Nay, I know not : (t makes me dmost 
ready to wrangle with mine own honesty. 1*11 entertain 
myself like one that I am not acquainted withal ; for, 
sure, unless he know some strain in me, that I know not 
myself, he would never have boarded me in this fuiy. 

Mrs. Ford. Bcmrding, call you it ? I'll be sore to keep 
him above deck. 

Mrs. Page. So will I ; if he comes under my batches, 
ril never to sea again. Let's be revenged on him : let's 
appoint him a meeting, give him a show of comfort in hit 
suit ; and lead him on with a fine-baited delay, till he halii 
pawn'd his horse to mine host of the Garter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any villany against 
kim, that may not sully the chariness of •ur honesty.* O, 

* £2] CftaHMU » i c tbe coMtion whlcb oufht to attend it. 6T£S VSKS. 
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that my husband saw this letter ! it would give eternal 
£>bd to his jealousy. 

Mrs, Page, Why, look, where he comes ; and my good 
man too : he's as &r from jealousy, as I am from giving 
him cause ; and that, I hope, is an unmeasurable distance. 

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mrs. Page. Let's consult together against this greasj 
knight : Come hither. [^^^ retire. 

Enter Ford, Pistol, Page, atUt Nym. 

Ford. Well, i hope, it be not so. 

Pist. Hope is a curtail-dog in some affairs :' 
Sir John affects thy wife. 

Ford. Why, sir, my wife is not young. 

Pist. He woos both high and low, both rich and poor. 
Both young and old, one with another, Ford : 
He loves thy gally-mawfry ; Ford, perpend. 

Ford. Love my wife ? 

Pist. With liver burning hot :* Prevent, or go thou, 
Like sir Actaeon he, with Ring- wood at thy heels : — 
O, odious is the name 1 

Ford. What name, sir ? • 

Pist. The horn, I say : Farewell. 
Take heed ; have open eye ; for thieves do foot by night r 
Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo-birds do sing* 
— ^Away, sir corporal Nym. — 
Believe it. Page ; he speaks sense. [Exit Pistol, 

Ford. I will be patient ; I will find out this. 

Aym. And this is true ; [To P>^oe.] 1 hke not the hu- 
mour of lying. He hath wronged me in some humours : 
1 should have borne the humoured letter to her ; but I 
have a sword, and it shall bite upon my necessity. He 
loves your wife ; there's the short and the long. Mj 
name is corporal Nym ; I speak, and I avouch. ^Tis 
true : — my name is Nym, and Falstaff loves your wife. — 
Adieu ! 1 love not the humour of bread and cheese ; and 
there's the humour of it. Adieu. lExit. 

Page. The humour of it, quotli 'al here's a fellow 
frights humour out of its wits. 

Ford. I will seek out Falstaff. 

Page. I never heard such a drawling, affecting rogue. 

{3J CnrtaU-dog, i. e. a do; that misses his game. Tha tail is accounted Decena- 
ry to the n^.illty of a {greyhound ; and one method of disnualifyipg a dog, accofdioc 
to the rarem laws, is to cut bL« tail, or make him a cKrlail. JOHNSON. 

lA] The Hver wu uciei»l*v luppoMd to be the ioapiivr of axioorous jNissiomL -Jk 
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Ford, If I do find it, well. 

Page, 1 will not believe sach a Catalan/ though tli& 
priest o* the town commended him for a true man. 

Ford. 'Twas a good sensible fellow : — WclL 
Re-enter Mrs. Page and Mr$. Ford. 

Page. How now, Meg ? 

Mr$. Page. Whither go you, George ? — ^Hark yon. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank ? why art thon me« 
lancholy ? 

Ford. I melancholy ! I am not melancholy. — Get you 
home, go. 

Mrs. Ford. Faith, thou hast some crotchets in thy head 
now. — Will you go, mistress Page ?' 

Mrs. Page. Have with you. — You'U come to dinner, 
George ? — Liook, who comes yonder : she shall be our 
messenger to this paltry knight. [Aside to Mn. Foad. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Mrs. Ford. Trust me, 1 thought on her : ahe*Il fit it 

Mrs. Page. You are come to see my daughter Anne ? 

Quic. Ay, forsooth ; and, I pray, how does good mis- 
tress Anne ? 

Mrs. Page. Go in with us, and see ; we have an hoor^i 
talk with you. 

[Elxe. Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, a$id Mn. Qjtic 

Page. How now, master Ford ? 

Ford. You heard what this knave told me ; did yon not? 

Page, Yes ; and you heard what the other told me ? 

Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang 'em, slaves ; I do not think the knight 
would offer it : but these that accuse him in his intent to- 
wards our wives, are a yoke of his discarded men ; veij 
rogues, now they be out of service. 

Ford, Were they his men ? 

Page. Marry, were they. 

Ford. I like it never the better for that — Does he lie 
at the Garter ? 

Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should intend his 
voyage towards my wife, I would turn her loose to him ; 

(5] China was ancieotlT called Catai* or CutHof, bf the finr adveotarcrt tliattn- 
Teiled thither; tueh at M. Paulo, and our ManrieviUe. wto tnid aiMh loemliblt 
wondera oTthii new discovered empirt, (to which they lave not beeuo^itdnae evM 
bjthe Jesuits themaeWes, who followed thea) tint a aotorioua liarwMunriir 
called a Celalais. WARBURTON. ^^ 

The Chineve (anciently called Cmtmimtt) are nid to be the moel dextcrtias cf dl 
tteaiBUt-fioiered tribes tad to tkit kour the j deserve tte aaae e bander. 

6TXSYE5S. 
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a&d what he gets more of her than 8haq> words, let it lie 
on my bead. 

Ford, I do not misdouht my wife ; bat I would be loth 
to turn them together : a man may be too confident : I 
would have nothing lie on my head : I cannot be thus sa- 
tisfied. 

Page, Look, where my ranting host of the Garter 
comes : there is either Uquor in his pate, or money in his 
purse, when he looks so merrily. — How now, mine host ? 

Enter Hott and Shallow. 

Host, How now, bully-rook ? thouVt a gentleman : — 
Cavalero-justice, I uy. 

Shal, I follow, mme host, I follow. — Good even, and 
twenty, good master Page ! Master Page, will you go 
with us ? we haye sport in hand. 

Host, Tell him, cavalero-justice ; tell him, bully-rook. 

Shal, Sir, there is a fray to be fought, between sir Hugh 
tu3 Welch priest, and Caius the French doctor. 

Ford, Good mme host o' the Garter, a word with you. 

Host. What say'st thou, bully-rook ? [They go aside. 

i^al. Will you [To Page.] go with us to behold it ? My 
merry host hath md the measuring of their weapons ; 
and, I think, he hath appointed them contrary places : 
for, believe* me, I hear, the parson is no jester. Hark, I 
will tell you what our sport shall be. 

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight, my guest- 
cavalier ? 

Ford, None, I protest : but 111 give you a pottle of 
burnt sack to give me recourse to him, and tell him, my 
name is Brook ; only for a jest. 

Host, My hand, bully : thou shalt have egress and re- 
gress ; said 1 well ? and thy name shall be Brook : It is a 
merry knight. — Will you go on, hearts ? 

Shal, Have with you, mine host 

Page, I have heard, the Frenchman hath good skill in 
his rapier. 

Shal. Tut, sir, I could have told you more : Ip these 
times you stand on distance, your passes, stoccadoes, and 
I know not what : 'tis the heart, master Page ; 'tis here, 
'tis here. 1 have seen the time, with my long sword,^ I 

would have made you four tall fellows skip hke rats. 

I — "^"^ ■ — ^— ^.^»^»»— ^— ^.^^ — ^— 1^— ^_— ^.j^— »^.— »— ^— -— ^^— ^j^"^ 

[B1 Before the iot reluct ion of rapier*, the sworch iii use were of ao enormous 
leogth. and sometiroes rai«ed wHb both hands. Shallow, with an old man** vanity. 
«eiBuie(Uit iBDOTKtioa bywhicb Uctater' ire^pon wire introducfld, teUs wlHl M 
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Hoti. Here, boys, here, here ! shaU we wag t 
Page. Have with yoa : — I bad rather hear them icoM 
than tight [ExewU Hoit, Shal. and Page« 

Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and staods •• 
firmly on his wife's frailty, yet 1 cannot put off my opinioa 
so easily : She was in his company at Page's house ; and, 
what they made there, 1 know not. Well, I will look 
further intoU : and 1 have a disguise to sound Falstaff : if 
I find her honest, I lose not my labour ; if she be other- 
wise, 'tis labour well bestowed. [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

jf Roam in the Garter Inn. EnUr Falstaff and Fisrou 

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 

Pi8t, Why, then the world's mine oyster. 
Which I ?nth sword will open. — 
1 will retort the sum in equipage.' 

Fal. Not a penny. 1 have been content, air, yoa 
should lay my coimtenance to pawn : I have grated upon 
my good friends for three reprieves for you and your 
coach-fellow, Nym ; or else you had looked through the 
grate, like a g^miny of baboons. I am damned in hell, 
K>r swearing to gentlemen my friends, you were good sol- 
diers, and tall fellows :* and when mistress Bridget lost 
the handle of her fan,® I took't upon mine hooour, thou 
hadst it not. 

Ptit. Didst thou not share ? hadst thou not fifteen 
pence ? 

could osoe have done with his long «imv8, uid ridicules the tenm ud rulMOf tht 
npier. JOHNSON. 

Carletoo, in b'rt ThanMd Rtwumkramet ^ Ood'i Mtm^ lfi25, ■pMkliC tf IkB 
treachery of one Rowland York, in betrayins the town of Deveoter to tb» SpiBiwili 
in 1587. says : " he was a Londoner, fampus among the cutters io his tine for krits- 
iu% in a new Icind of flght~to run the point of tto rfier into a iu0*s bod;f • This 
Banner of ficbt he hroMzhi Jlrtt into England, with great admlratioa of biaaiKlacioda- 
oeM : when in England before that time, the uae was, with Jjttle bucklen, aad with 
hrMu( tvordt, (o strike, and not to thrust ; and it was accounted uomaoly to atrft« 
under the girdle ** MALONE. 

[7] TUa is added from the old quarto of 1619, and means, I will pay ycM Mido if 
stolen gowls. WARB. ^^ 

[8] A taU/eltofp^ in the time of our author, meant a stout, bold, or coufii eoai 
penjon STEEVEN8. 

[9] It should be remembered, that/mu, in our autbor*s time, wero aiort eoitlT 
than thev are at present, a^ well as of a different construction. Tliey eoasistod of 
ostrich feathers, or others of equal length and flexibility, which were aiiaek ioto 
bandlea, the richer sort of which were composed of gold, sflTer, or Irorr of Cttrioai 
srorkmsoship. STEEVENS. 
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Fai. Reason, you rogue, reason: Thmk*st thou, 1*11 
endanger my soul gratxB? At a word, hang no more ahout 
ne, 1 am no gihbet for you : — go. — ^A short knife and a 
throng ; to your manor of Pickt-hatch,* go.-'^You'U not 
bear a letter for me, you rogue ! — ^you stand upon youir 
honour ! — Why, thou unconfinable baseness, it is as much 
as I can do, to keep the terms of my honour precise. I, I, 
I myself sometimes, leaving the fear of heaven on the 
left. hand, and hiding mine honour in my necessity, am fain 
to shuffle, to hedge, and to lurch ; and yet you, rogue^ 
will ensconce your rags, your cat-a-mountain looks, your 
red-lattice phrases,* and your bold-beating oaths, under 
the shelter of your honour ! You will not do it, you ? 

Pi$L I do relent ; What wouldst thou more of man } 

Enter Robin. 
Sah, Sir, here^s a woman would speak with you. 
FaL Let her approach. 

Enter Miitreu Quickly. 

Qtfic. Give your worship good-morrow. 

Fa/. Good-morrow, good wife. 

Quic. Not so, an't please your worship. 

Fed. Good maid, (ben. 

Qiitc. I'll be sworn ; as my mother was, the first hour 
I was bom. 

/V* I <)o believe the swearer : What with me ? 

Qtttc. Shall I vouchsafe your worship a word or two ? 

Fal, Two thousand, fair woman ; and I'll vouchsafe 
thee the hearing. 

Qtitc. There is one mistress Ford, sir ;-^I pray, come 
a little nearer this ways: — I myself dwell with master 
doctor Caius. 

Fal. Well, on : Mistress Ford, you say,-^— 

^ic. Your worship says very true : — I pray your 
worship, come a little nearer this ways. 

Fai. I warrant thee, nobody hears ;-i-mine own pen* 
pie, mine own people. 

Qutc. Are they so ? Heaven bless them, and maki them 
bis servants ! 

Fal. Well : Mistress Ford ;^what of her ? 

Quk. Why, sir, she's a good creature. Lord, lord I 

111 A.iioted plae« for tbisTM and pickpockets. THEOBALD. 

[21 Your ftle-bouM coDveraatioo. JOHNSON. Rtd Mtice, at tbe doon iSf 

inaaowl, were tamaij Um tttenal deootoinefits of an ale-house. STJB. 

18 Vot. L M 2 
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your wonhip*s a wanton : Weil, heaven (brgtre you, and 
all of us, I pray ! — 

Fal. Mistress Ford ; — come, mistress Ford, — 

Qufc. Marry, this is the short and the long of it ; jom 
have brought her into such a canaries,' aa 'tb wonderfbL 
The best courtier of them ail, when the coort lay at 
'IVindsor, could never have brought her to such a canaiy. 
Yet there has l>een knights, and lords, and gentlemen, witfc 
their coaches ; I warrant you, coach afler coach, letter 
after letter, gifl after gift ; smelling so sweetly, (all musk) 
and 80 rushling, 1 warrant you, in silk and gold ; and m 
auch ailigant terms ; and in such wine and aagar of the 
best, and the ^rest, that would have won any wmnan'f 
heart ; and, I warrant you, they could never get an eye- 
wink of her. — 1 had myself twenty angels given me thk 
morning : but I defy all angels, (in any such sort, as they 
say,) but in the way of honesty : — and, 1 warrant you, they 
could never get her so much as sip on a cup with the proud- 
est of them all : and yet there has been earls, nay, which is 
more, pensioners ; but, I warrant you, ail is one with her. 

Fal, But what says she to me ? be brief, my good the 
Mercury. 

Qtitc. Marry, she hath received your letter ; for the 
which she thanks you a thousand times ; and she gives yoa 
to notify, that her husband will be absence from hk houae 
between ten and eleven. 

Fal. Ten and eleven ? 

Qi/i'c. Ay, forsooth ; and then you may conae and see 
tlie picture, she says, that you wot of; — master Ford, her 
hu>band, will l>e from home. Alas ! the sweet womaa 
leails an ill life with him ; he's a very jealousy man ; she 
leads a very frampold hfe with him, good heart* 

FaL Ten and eleven : Woman, commend me to her; I 
will not fail her. 

Qmic. Why, you say well : But I have another mei- 
sengcr to your worship : Mistress Page hath her hearty 
commendations to you too ; — and let me tell you in your 
ear, she's as fartuous a civil modest wife, and one (I 
teU you) that will not miss you morning nor evenii^ 
prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe'er be the other : and 
she bade me tell your worship, that iier husband is sel- 
la] Thin m th€ name of a hrisk light dance, tnd ft therefore prmieriy 
Id low language for aoy burry or perturbation. JOHN t^ON; 
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dom from home ; but, she hopes, there will come a time. 
I never knew a woman so dote upon a man ; surely, I 
think you have charms, la ; yes, in truth. 

FaL Not I, 1 assure thee ; setting the attraction of my 
^od parts aside, I have no other charms. 

Qvic. Blessing on your heart for't ! 

FcU. But, 1 pray thee, tell me this : has Ford's wife, and 
Page's wife, acquainted each other how they love me ? 

Quic, That were a jest, indeed ! — they have not so lit- 
tle grace, I hope : — that were a trick, indeed ! But mis- 
tress Page would desire you to send her your little page» 
of all loves ; her husband has a marvellous infection to 
the little page ; and, truly, master Page is an honest 
man. Never a wife in Windsor leads a better hfe than 
she does ; do what she will, say what she will, take all, 
pay all, go to bed when she list, rise when she list, all is 
as she will ; and, truly, she deserves it : for if there be 
a kind woman in Windsor, she is one. You must send 
her your page ; no remedy. 

Fed. Why, I will. 

Qiitc. Nay, but do so then : and look you, he may 
come and go between you both ; and in any case, have a 
nay-word, that you may know one another's mind, and 
the boy never need to understand any thing ; for 'tis not 
ffood that children should know any wickedness : old 
£)lks, you know, have discretion, as they say, and know 
the world. 

Fed. Fare thee well : commend me to them both : 
there's my purse ; I am yet thy debtor. — Boy, go along 
with this woman. — This news distracts me ! 

[Exe, Quickly and Robin. 

Pist, This punk is one of Cupid's carriers : — 
Clap on more sails ; pursue, up with your fights ;* 
Give fire ; she is my prize, or ocean whelm. them all! 

[Exit Pistol. 

FaL Say'st thou so, old Jack ? eo thy ways ; — I'll 
make more of thy old body than 1 have done. — Will 
they ye| look after thee ? Wilt thou, afler the expense 
of so much money, be now a gainer ? Good body, I thank 
thee : Let them say, 'tis grossly done ; so it be fairlj 
done, no matter. 

[4] Figlftt are dotkts bung round the ship to conceal the men from the eoemv'. 
and doxe-fifhtt are bfulk-KnUty or auy otner shelter thai the fota-ic of a ahw 
tfbrdi. JOUNiiON. 
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Enter Bardolph. 

BarJ, Sir John, there's one master Brook below woaM 
fiun speak with yon, and be acquainted nth yon ; and 
hath tent your worship a morning's draughTof sack. 

Fal, Brook, is his name ? 

Bard, Ay, sir. 

Fal. Call him in. [£xtt Bardolfh.] Soch Brooks are 
welcome to me, that overflow with such liquor. Ah ! hat 
fliistress Ford and mistress Page, hare I encompasaed 
yon ? go to ; via / 

Re-enter Bardolph, itith Ford 

Ford, Bless you, sir. 

Fal, And yon, sir : Would you speak with me ? 

Ford. I nuJLe bold, to press with so Uttle preparatioB 
upon you. 

Fal. You're welcome ; What's your will ?— ;-Givc ol 
leave, drawer. [Elicit Bardolph. 

Ford, Sir, 1 am a geitfeman that have spent much; 
my name is Brook. ^ ^0 

Fal, Good master Brook, I desire more iUJIiuintanct 
of yoo. 

Ford, Goo4 sir John, I tne ibr yours : not to charge 
you ; for I must let yoa understand, I think myself in 
better plight for a lender tbttl you are : the which ha& 
something embolden'd me to this anseasoned iBtmaJon ; 
for they say, if money go before, all ways do lie open. 

Fal, Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money bere troubles 
me : if you will help me to bear it, sir John, tdie aU, or 
half, for easing me of the carriage. 

Fal, Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be your porter. 

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me the hearing. 

Fal. Speak, good master Brook ; I shall be §^ to be 
your servant. 

Ford, Sir, I hear you are a scholar, — I wiD be brief 
with you ; — and you have been a man long known to me, 
though 1 had never so good means, as desire, to make 
myself acquainted with you. 1 shall discovert thing la 
you, wherein I must veir much lay open mine own imper- 
fection : but, good sir John, as voo have one eye upon 
my follies, as you hear them untolded, turn another into 
the register of your own ; that I may pass with a reproof 
the easier, sitb you yourself know, how easy it is to be 
Bach an offender. 
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Fal. Very well, sir ; proceed. 

Ford, There i^ a gentlewoman in this town, her hut* 
band's name-^l Ford. 

Fat. Well. sir. 

Ford, 1 have long loved her, and, I protest to yon, he* 
stowed much on her ; followed her with a doting ohserv* 
ance ; engrossed opportunities to meet her ; feeM everj 
•light occasion, that could but niggardly give me sight oi 
h€r ; not only bought many presents to give her, but havf 
given largely to many, to know what she would have gir* 
en ; briefly, I have pursued her, as love hath pursued 
me ; which hath been, on the wing of all occasions. But 
whatsoever I have merited, either in my mind, or in nqr 
means, meed, I am sure, I have received none ; unless ex« 
perience be a jewel : that I have purchased at an infimtt 
rate ; and that hath taught me to say this : 

Love like a shadow Jlit9<, wkm substance love pursues ; 
Pursuing that thtUfties^ and flying what pursues. 

Fal. TVlve you receiived Ho promise of satis&ction at 
her hands ? -, 

Ford. Never. .•'^*\f 

FaL Have you importiMHttrto such a purpose ? 

Ford. Never. , >^ " 

Fal. Of what quality was your love then ? 

Ford. Like a fair house, built upon another nMn'p 
ground ; so that 1 have lost my edifice, by mistaking thf 
place where 1 erected it. 

FaL To what purpose have you unfolded this to me 2 

Ford. When 1 have told you that, I have told you all. 
Some say, that, though she appear honest to me, yet, ia 
other places, she enlargeth jier mirth so far, that ther« 
is shrewd construction made of her. Now, sir JohOi 
here is the heart of my purpose : You are a gentleman 
of excellent breeding, admirable discourse, of great ad^ 
mittance, authentic in your place' and person, opnerally 
allowed for your many war-like, court-like, ana learned 
preparMons. 

Fal. O, sir. 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it :^-There is money ; 
spend it, spend it ; spend more ; spend all I have ; onlj 
give me so much of your time in exchange of it, as to 
ky an amiable siege to the hoats^ of this Ford's wift { 
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V86 yonr art of wooing, win her to consent to yon ; if any 
nan may, you may as soon as any. 

FaL Would it npply well to the Tehemenpy of your a& 
fection, that I should win what you would enjoy ? He- 
thinks, you prescribe to yourself yery preposterously^ 

Ford, O, understand my drift ! she dwells so securely 
on the excellency of her honour, that the folly of my 
soul dares not present itself; she is too bright to be 
looked against. Now, could I come to her with any de* 
tection in my hand, my desires had instance and argument 
to commend themselves ; 1 could drive her then from 
the ward of her purity, her reputation, her marriage 
vow, and a thousand other her defences, which now are 
too strongly embattled against me : — What say you tot, 
sir John f 

Fal. Master Brook, I will first make bold with yoor 
money ; next, g^ve me your hand ; and last, as I am a 
gentleman, you shall, if yoii will, enjoy Ford's wife. 

Ford, O, good sir ! 

Fal, Master Brook, I say you shall. 

Ford. Want no money, sir John, you shall want none. 

FaL Want no mistress Ford, master Brook, you shall 
want none. I shall be with her (1 may tell you) by her 
own appointment ; even as you came in to me, her as- 
sistant, or go-between, parted from me : I say, I shall be 
with her between ten and eleven ; for at ^t time the 
jealous rascally knave, her husband, will be forth. Come 
you to me at night ; you shall know how 1 speed. 

Ford, I am blest in your acquaintance. I>o you know 
Ford, sir? 

Fal, Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave ! I know him 
not : yet 1 wrong him, to call him poor ; they say, the 
jealous wittolly knave hath masses of money ; for the 
which his wife seems to me well favoured. I will use 
her as the key of the cuckoldly rogue's coffer ; and there's 
my harvest-home. 

Ford, I would you knew Ford, sir ; that you m%ht 
avoid him, if you saw him. ^ * 

Fal, Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogue ! I will 
stare him out of his wits ; I will awe him witib my cudg- 
el: it shall hang like a meteor o*er the cuckold's horns: 
Master Brook, thou shalt know, I will predominate o'er 
the peasant, and thou shalt he with his wife.-*-ConMi 
to me soon at night ; — ^Ford's a knave, and I will aggn* 
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▼ate his stOe ; thou, master Brook, shalt know him for a 
knave and cuckold ; come to me soon at night. [Exit. 

Ford. What a damned Epicurean ratcal is this ! — My 
heart is ready to crack with impatience. — Who says, this 
is improvident jealousy ? My wife hath sent to him, the 
liour is fixed, the match is made. Would any man have 
thought this ? — See the hell of having a false woman ! 
my bed shall be abused, my coffers ransacked, my repu- 
tation gnawn at ; and 1 shall not only receive this vil- 
lanous wrong, but stand under the adoption of abomina- 
ble terms, and by him that does me this wrong. Terms 1 
names ! — Amaimon sounds well ; Lucifer, well ; Barba- 
eon,* well ; yet they are devils' additions, the names of 
fiends : but cuckold ! wittol-cuckold !^ the devil himself 
hath not such a name. Page is an ass, a securt ass ; he 
will trust his wife, he will not be jealous : I will rather 
trust a Fleming with my butter, parson Hugh the Welch- 
man with my cheese, an Irishman with my aqua- vitas bottle,' 
or a thief to walk my aipbling gelding, than mv wife with 
herself: then she plots, then she ruminates, then she de- 
vises : and what they think in their hearts they may eA 
feet, they will break their hearts but they will effect 
Heaven be praised for my jealousy ! — Eleven o'clock the 
hour ; — I will prevent this, detect my wife, be revenged 
on Falstaff, and laugh at Page. I will about it ; — ^better 
three hours too soon, than a minute too late. — Fye, (ye^ 
iye ! cuckold ! cuckold ! cuckold ! [£xtr. 

SCENE III. 

Windsor-Park, Enter Caius and Rugbt. 

Caius, Jack Rugby ! 
Ru^, Sir. 

Caius. Vat is de clock, Jack ? 

Rug. 'Tis past the hour, sir, that sir Hugh prodbed 
to meet. 

(5] Awi^imonr-^BaTbaton. The reader who is curious to koosr any particulam 
cooceroioe ttiese dcmoos* may AikI them in Reginald 8cott*s *' loTMitarie of Um 
Vames, 8Eap«9, Powers. Goveronwots, and Effects of Devils and Spirits, of tbeir 
several teooites and Degrees : a strange Discourse woftb tlie reading,** p. 377, Ire. 
rrom iteiiCe M^toeaia that Jmutimon was Jrinf ^ the Emit, and BvMes a great 
etnaUi* orcar/«. Randle Holme, in his Academy of Armory and Blaxon, B. II. cb. I. 
Informs os, that ** AmMWion is tbe chief whose dominion is on the north pert d 
the infernal gulph ; and that BmrMos is Ulce a Sagittarius, and hath 30 legions ua^ 
der him." STEEVENS. 

(6] WittoI-<rtK-^o/d— One who knows bis wife's fabebood and Is ^ntentedwith 
It :^fronj mUtan. Sax. to know. M ALONE. 

£7] The Irifh aqiut-vil^, I believe, was not brandy, but utpttbaMgh, for wldeH 
Ittlmd las been long edtbnted. MAWIHE, 
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Caiut. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is no come ; 
be has pny his Pible veil, dat he is no come : bj gar. 
Jack Ragbj, he ii dead already, if he be come. 

Rue» He is wise, sir ; he Imew, your worship would 
kill hjm, if he came. 

Gitti^. By gar, de herring is no dead, so as 1 Till kill 
him. Take your rapier. Jack ; I vill tell you how 1 ?in 
kill him. 

Rug. Alas, sir, I cannot fence. 

Gitiftf. Villain-a, take your rapier. 

Rug. Forbear ; here^s company. 

Enter Hosty Shallow, Slender, and Page. 

Ho$U 'Bless thee, bully doctor. 

Sud, '$aFe you, master doctor Caius. 

Page, Now, good master doctor ! 

Slen. Give you good-morrow, sir. 

Caius. Vat be all you one, two, tree, four, come fi>r { 

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, tp see thee 
traverse, to see thee here, to see thee there ; to see thet 
pass thy punto, thy stock, thy reverse, thy distance, thy 
mont&nt Is he dead, my Ethiopian ? is he dead, my 
Francisco ? ha, bulhr ! What says my .£sculapius ? my 
Galen ? my heart of elder ?* ha ! is he dead, bully Stale % 
is he dead ? 

Caius. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of the 
Torld ; he is not show his face. 

HoH. Thou art a Castilian king. Urinal!* Hector of 
Greece, my boy ! 

Caiui. 1 pray you, bear vitness that me hare stay six or 
seven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no come. 

Shal, He is the wiser man, master doctor : he is a 
curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies ; if you should 
fight, you go against the hair of your professions ; is it 
not true, master Page ? 

Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself been a greal 
^;hter, though now a man of peace. 

iS^. Bodykins, master Page, though I now be oM» 
«ad of the peace, if 1 se e a sword out, my fiager itches 

[91 It ibould be remembered, to make tbb Joke relisb. tb«t tbe eMcr tr«e Imm^ 
iMft. I luppoM tbfa expretsioa was made uit of In oppoiHioo to tte coommmi oat. 
kuHifoQk. 8TEEVENS. 

[9] C^tiiHm aod Ethiopian, like CofeiM, appear in our autboHe tfoie to bsve 
been cant termt. STEBVENS. 

I beliere this vat a popular slur upon tbe Spaolarda. who wtn btld in srait <•» 
ttBptaltfrthelraiiiieHoCtbeAimMiti rABMSIL 
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to make one : thoogh we are justices, and doctors, and 
churchmen, master Page, we have some salt of ^r joutk 
in us ; we are the sons of women, mast|Hr Page. 

Page. 'Tis true, master Shallow. 

Skal, It will be found so, master Page. — Master doctor 
Caius, I am come to fetch you home. I am sworn of the 
peace ; you have shewed yourself a wise physician, and 
sir Hugh hath shown himself a wise and patient church- 
man : you must go with me, master doctor. 

Ho$i. Pardon, guest justice : — A word, monsieur Muck- 
water. 

Catu5. Muck-vater ! vat is dat ? 

Host, Muck- water, in our English tongue, is valour, buUy. 

Cavus, By gar, then, I have as much muck-vater as de 
Englishman :— Scurvy jack-dog priest ! by gar, iiie vil cat 
bis ears. 

HosU He wiU clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 

Caius, Clapper-de-claw ! vat is dat ? 

HosU That is, he will make thee amends. 

Cktius, By gar, me do look, he shall clapper-de-claw 
me ; for, by gar, me vill have it. 

Host. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag. 

Ckiiut, Me tank you for dat. 

HosU And DMireover, bully, — But first, master guest, 
and master Page, and eke cavalero Slender, go you 
through the town to Frogmore. [Aside to them. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 

Host. He is there : see what humour he is in ; and I 
will bring the doctor about by the fields : Will it do well ? 

Shal. We will do it. 

Page. Shal. and Slen. Adieu, good master doctor. 

[Exeunt Page, Shal. and Slev. 

Catus. By gar, me vil kill de priest ; for he speak Ibra 
jack-an-ape to Anne Page. 

Host. Let him die : but, first, sheath thy impatience ; 
throw cold water on thy choler : go about the fields with 
me through Frogmore ; I will bring ^tbee where mistresi 
Anne Pftge is, at a farm-house a feasting ; and thou shalt 
woo her : Cry'd game, said 1 well ? 

Caius. By gar, me tank you for dat : by gar, I love yoa; 
and 1 shall procure-a you de good guest, de earl, de 
knight, de lords, de gentlemen, ray patients. 

Host. For the which, i wiU be thy adversary toilrardi 
Anne Page ; said 1 well ? 
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CaiMS, By gw, 'tis gfood ; veil said. 

Hast, imi us wag then. 

Caius. Come at my heek, Jack Rugby [Exnmi. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— ^ Field near Frogmore. Enter Sir HvoB 

Evans and Simple. 

Evan$. 
I PRAY you now, good master Slendcr's serving-man, 
and friend Simple by your name, which way have yo« 
looked for master Caius, that calls himself Doctor of 
Physic ? 

Sim. Marry, sir, the Citv-ward, the Park-ward, eveiy 
way ; old Windsor way, and every way but the town way. 

Eva. I most fehemently desire you, you will alto look 
that way. 

Sim. I will, sir. 

Eva. 'Fless ray soul ! how full of cholen I am, and 
trempling of mind ! — 1 shall be glad, if he have deceived 
me : — how melancholies I am ! — 1 will knog his urioalt 
about his knave's costard, when 1 have good opportanitiet 
for the *ork : — 'pless my soul I l^Sifiigf. 

To shallow rivers y to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals ; 
There will we make our peas of roset^ 
And a thousand fragrant posies.^ 
To shallow 

'Mercy on me ! I have a great dispositions to ciy. 

Melodious birds sing madrigals : 

IVhen as I sat in Pabyon^ 

[1] Thit is part of i beautiful little poem of tbe author*! ; which poeai, with tlM 
aMwer to H, the reader will not be displcaied to find inaeKed.* f Set VoL IX. pi 
100.1 JOHNSON. 

* The conclusion of this and the poem in answer to it have furnhhed MiltMi arili 
tbe hint for the last lines both of hb AHtgro and Pttueroto. STEfi VEKS. 
[2] Thia line la from the old Tenion of the 137th Pnlm : 
*• When ire did tU im Babylnn^ 

" Tbe HwtTt round about, 
*• Then in remembrance of Sioo, 
•' The tears for frief burst out.** 
OrBufh iohisfriihtbteBdttheiacrtdaBdprarkotioiVtoSttber. B14L. 
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And a thousand vagram pones ^ _ 

To shallow. — ^ * 

Sim. Yonder he is comiDg, this way » air Hugh. 

Eva. He's welcome : 

To shallow rivers, to whose fcUls-^ 

Heaven prosper the right ! What weapons is he ? 

Sim. No weapons, sir : There comes my master, mas- 
ter Shallow, and another gentleman from Frogmore, over 
the style, this way. 

Eva, Pray you, give me my gown ; or else keep it in 
your arms. 

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Shal. How now, master parson ? Good-morrow, good 
sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice, and a good 
student from his book, and it is wonderful. 

Slen. Ah, sweet Anne Page ! 

Page. 'Save you, good sir Hugh ! 

Eva. Tless you from his mercy sake, all of you ! 

Shal. What ! the sword and the word ! Do you study 
them both, master parson ? 

Page. And youthful still, in your doublet and hose, this 
* raw rheumatic day ? 

Eva. There is reasons and causes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to do a good office, master 
parson. 

Eva. Fery well : What is it ? 

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, who be- 
like, having received wrong by some person, is at most 
odds with his own gravity and patience, that ever you saw. 

Shal. I have lived fourscore years, and upward ; 1 
never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learning, so 
wide of his own respect. 

Eva. What is he ? 

Page. I think you know him; master doctor Caius, the 
renowned French physician. 

Eva. Got's will, and his passion of my heart ! I had as 
lief you would tell me of a mess of porridge. 

Page. Why? 

Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen, — and he is a knave besides ; a cowardly knave, as 
you would desires to be acquainted withal. 

Page, I warrant you, he's the man should 6ght with 
him* 
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Sen. Of sweet Anne Page ! 

Shal. ^ appears so by his weapons : Keep them isin- 
der ; — here comes doctor Cams. 

Enter Hast^ Caivs, and Rogbt. 

Page, Nay, good master parson, keep in yoar weapon. 

Shal. So do you, g^ood master doctor. 

Ho$t. Disarm them, and let them qnestioii ; let them 
keep their limbs whole, and hack our English. 

Caiu9. I pray you, let-a me speak a word Yit yoor ear: 
Vereibre vil you not meet a-me ? 

Eva. Pray you, use your patience : In good time. 

Cattu. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, Jolm 
•pe. 

Eva. 'Pray yx>a, let us not be langhing-stogs to othef 
men's humours ; I desire you in friendship, and I will oot 
way or other make you amends : — I will knog yonr arinali 
about your knave's cogscomb, for missing your meetings 
•nd appointments. 

Caius. Diable ! — Jack Rugby,— -mine Ho$t de JarUm^ 
have I not stay for him, to kill him ? hare I not, at de 
place I did appoint ? 

Eva. As I am a christian soul, now, look yon, this is the* 
place appointed ; Til be judgment by mine host of the 
Garter. 

Host. Peace, I say, Guallia and Gaul» Fteoch aad 
Welch ; Aoul-curer and body-curer. 

CaiuM. Ay, dat is very good ! ezceUent. 

Host. Peace, I say; hear mine host of the Oarter.-<-Am 
I politic ? am I subtle ? am I a Machiavel ? SbaU I lost 
my doctor ? no ; he gives me the potions, and the mo- 
tions. Shall I lose my parson ? my priest ? my sir Hugh! 
DO ; he ^ves me the pro-verbs and the ne-verbs^— -Give 
me thy hand, terrestrial ; so : — Give me thy hand, celes- 
tial ; so. — Boys of art, I have deceived yon both ; I have 
directed you to wrong places : your hearts are migh^, 
your skins are whole, and let burnt sack be the issue.-— 
Come, lay their swords to pawn :— FoUbw me, lad of 
peace : follow, follow, follow. 

Shal. Trust me, a mad host :•— Follow, geDtkmea, fel- 
low. 

Slen. O, sweet Anne Page ! 

[Exeunt Shal. Slen. Page, astd H(Ni, 

Caius. Ha ! do I perceive dat ? have youmake-adesst 
of us ? ha, ha ! 
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Eva. This is well ; he has made m his rloj^inf-sU^. 
•»-I desire you, that we may he friends ; and ||| us knog 
our prains together, to be reyenge on this same scaU, 
•curvy, cogging companion, the host of the Garter. 

Catu$. By gar, vit all my heart : he promise to bring 
me vere is Anne Page : by gar, he deceive me too. 

Eva. Well, I will smite ms noddles : — Pray you, &!• 
low. [£xet«f. 

SCENE II. 

The Srrcet tn Windsor. Enter Mrs. Paok and RoBiir. 

JIfn. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gallant ; yoQ 
were wont to be a follower, but now you are a leader : 
Whether had you rather, lead mine eyes, or eye yoor 
master^s heels ? 

Rob. I had rather, forsooth, go before yoo like a maa, 
than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Page. O you are a flattering boy ; now, I see, 
you'll be a courtier. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Well met, mistress Page : Whither go yon ? 

Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife : Is she at home? 

Ford. Ay ; and as idle as she may hang together, for 
want of company : 1 think, if your husbands were dead, 
you two would marry. 

Mrs. Page. Be sure of that, — ^Two other husbands. 

Ford. Where had you this pretty weather-cock ? 

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his name is 
my husband had him of : What do you call your knights 
name, sirrah ? 

Rob. Sir John Falstaff. 

Ford. Sir John Falstaff! 

Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on^s name. — 
There is such a league between my good man and he ! 
—Is your wife at home, indeed ! 

Ford. Indeed, she is. 

Mrs. Page. By your leave, sir ;— I am sick, till I sec 
ber. [Exeunt Mrs. Page and Roaiir. 

Ford. Has Page any brains ? hath he any eyes ? hath 
he any thinking ? Sure, they sleep ; he hath no use of 
them. Why, this boy will carry a letter twenty miles, 
as easy as a cannon will shoot point-blank twelve score. 
He pieces out his wife's inclination: he gives her fblfy 



MKIUIT WItrtS. ACT lit 

Botioo, ind adrantaf^ : and now she's f^ing to my wife, 
and FaUATs boy with her. A man may hear this shower 
•ing in the wind !— ^nd FalstaflTs boy with her !— Oood 
plots : — they are laid ; and our revolted wives share 
damnation together. WeU : I will take him, then tor* 
ture my wife, pluck the borrowed veil of modesty frott 
the so seeming Mrs. Page, divulge Pag^ himself for a se- 
cure and wilful Actseon : and to these violent proceedings 
all my neighbours shall cry aim.' [Clock itrtkes.] The 
clock gives me my cue, and my assurance bids me search ; 
there I shall find Falstaff : I shall be rather praised ibr 
this, than mocked ; for it is as positive as the earth is 
firm, that Falstaff is there : — 1 will g^. 

Enitr Page, Shallow, Slekder, Hoit^ Sir Hugb Evm, 

Caius, and Rugby. 

Shal. Page, ^c. Well met, master Ford. 

Fard» Trust me, a good knot : — I have good cheer it 
kome ; and, 1 pray you, all go with me. 

Shoil, I must excuse myself, master Ford. 

Slen. And so must I, sir ; we have appointed to dine 
with mistress Anne, and 1 would not break with her for 
more money than PU speak of. 

ShaL We have lingered about a match between Anne 
Page and my cousin Slender, and this day we shalJ have 
our answer. 

Slen. I hope, I have your good will, father Page. 

Page. You have, master Slender ; I stand wholly for 
you : — but my wife, master doctor, is for yon altogether. 

Catus. Ay, by gar ; and de maid is love-a me ; mf 
Bursh-a Quickly tell me so mush. 

Host. What say you to young master Fentoo ? he ca* 
pers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes verses, he 
speaks holy day,* he smells April and May : he will carry % 
be will carry't ; 'tis in his buttons ;' he will carry't 

■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 11 ■ m 

f3] To cry aim dignifies tr> eooMot to, or approve of way tbiflf. Tke pkiwt 
WM Uken, orif itmlly, from ftrcberv When any one bad ehalleoiDed MMtwr l» 
■hoot at the butta, (the perpetual divenloo, as well as exercise, of that tiBie,)tha 
ftatidera-by used to say one to the other, Cn aim, i. e. accept the ebalUnci. 

WAR9URT0ir. 

[4] To fpeak A^fydof must mean to speak out of tb« commoD rnad, superior I0 
tke Tulfar ; alluding to the better dress worn on such dsy*. RITSON 

[A] Alluding to ao aorieot custom sroons the country fellows, of trriof whetfair 
they shall succeed with their mistresses, by carrying the bcehelarU kuH—i, (l 
plant of the Lnchnit kind, whose flowem resemble a coat button in form) i* thor 
pockets. And they jitdftm) of their good or bid soecof, br their powfiK m WH 
jrowiflg there. IJMITH. 
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Page. Not by my consent, I promise you. The geo- 
tie man is of no having: he kept company wilk^the wild 
Prince and Poins ; he is of too high a region, he knows 
too much. No, he shall not knit a knot in his fortunes 
with the finger of my substance : if he take her, let him 
take her simply ; the wealth 1 have waits on my consent, 
and my consent goes not that way. 

Ford. I beseech you, heartily, some of you go home 
with me to dinner : besides your cheer, you shall have 
Bport ; I will shew you a monster. — Master Doctor, you 
shall go ; — so shall you, master Page ; — and you, sir 
Hugh. 

SicU. Well, fare you well : — ^we shall have the freer 
wooing at master Page's. [Exe, Shal. and Slev. 

Caius, Go home, John Rugby ; 1 come anon. [Ex. Ruo. 

Host. Farewell, my hearts : I will to my honest knight 
Falstaff, and drink canary with him. [Exit Hott. 

Ford. [Aside.'] I think, I shall drink in pipe-wine* first 
with him ; Til make him dance. — Will you go, gentles? 

AIL Have with you, to see this monster. \ExeunL 

SCENE III. 

A Room in Ford's house. Enter Mrs. Ford asul Mrs, 

Page. 

Mrs. Ford. What, John ! what, Robert ! 

Mrs. Page. Qjuickly, quickly : Is the buck-basket — 

Mrs. Ford. 1 warrant : What, Robin, I say. 

Enter Servants unth a basket. 

Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. 

Mrs. Page. Give your men the charge ; we must be 
brief. 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John, and 
Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-house ; and 
when I suddenly call you, come forth, and (without any 
pause, or staggering^ take this basket on your shoulders : 
that done, trudge with it in all haste, and carry it among 
the whitsers in Datchct mead, and there empty it in the 
muddy ditch, close by the Thames side. 

Mrs. Page. You will do it ? 

" I I III i^i— - .11 Mia I ■ .^— ^^J— ^i^^ 

{6] Tbe jest hert lie* ih i pity of wordt. ** Til give hfm ntoe-wioe, whicii sliatl 
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Mrt. Ford. I hare told them over «nd orer ; they lack 
•0 direction : Begone, and come when you are called. 

[Exemi StrvanU. 
Mn, Pag€. Here comes little Robin. 

Enter Roaiir. 

Mr$, Ford, How now, my eyas-mnaket ?^ what newt 
with you ? 

Rob, My master sir John is come in at your back-dooTg 
libtress Ford ; and requests your company. 

Mr$. Page, You little Jack-a-lent, hare yoQ been tme 
to us ? 

Hob. Ay, ril be sworn : My master knows not of yoor 
being here ; and hath threatened to put me into erer* 
lasting Uberty, if 1 tell you of it ; for, he awean, hetl 
turn me away. 

A/n. Page, Thou'rt a good boy ; this secrecy of tfiine 
•hall be a tailor to thee, and shall make thee a new dmi» 
Met and hose. — V\\ go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford. Do so : — Go tell thy master, I am atoni. 
—Mistress Page, remember you your cue. [£!rff Roaiir. 

Aire. Page. 1 warrant thee ; if I do not act it, hiss me. 

[Exit Mm. Pagc. 

Mru Ford. Go to then ; we'll use this unwholesome 
humidity, this gross watry pumpion ;-*we'U teach him ta 
know turtles from jays. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewd t Why, noir 
let me die, for 1 have lived long enough ;* this is the pe« 
liod of my ambition : O this blessed hour ! 

Mrs. Ford. O sweet sir John ! 

Fal. Mistress Ford, 1 cannot cog, I cannot prate* mis« 
tress Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish : I would thy 
husband were dead; I'll speak it before the best lord, I 
would make thee my lady. 

■ '■ ■ — ^— —^1^ mm 

\1] Enat is a youoK ooSei^en bank: 1 auppnae rrcnn the Itelian JTiar*, wUck 
orifiuiaUy sisoiiietl any youog bird taken rrum tbe neat uaflad^ed, iftetWwdi • 
Fouog bawk- Tbe French, from beoce, took tbeir mtmlt, and used H Id both tboM 
•ISoiScationa; to wbicb tbev added a tbird, metapborieallT, « $Ufg/yRmmt aatfir* 
tamfort iilaif , im niaU. Jnvfkel lirniflet a tparrvm kmrni, or the tsallMt apcetai 
«r Mw^s. Thia too is ftom tbe Italian Mmsekell*^ a small hawk, aa appora horn tk» 
•risinal sifnifiration of tbe word, namelj. a troublesooe sttoging Sj^^ 9o ttai UA 
Sumour or calling the little pace an noi'mMsM h very taiteUlcUiIeL 

WARBUaTOV. 

fS] This sentiment, which is of sacred origin, is here indeeently iotrodBcftd. H 
appears again, with lomewhat len of probotOMif Is tks WiatM^ Tale, Act IT. Ml' 
)&OU»eUo,AciU STSfVXirS. - • 
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Mrs. Ford. I your lady, sir John ! alas, I should he a 
pitiful lady. 

Fal. Let the court of France show me such another ; I 
tee how thine eye would emulate the diamond : Thou hast 
the right arched hent of the brow, that becomes the ship 
tire,^ the tire-?aiiant, or any tire of Venetian admittance. 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, sir John : my brows be- 
come nothing els.e ; nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a traitor to say so : thou wouldst maktt 
an absolute courtier ; and the firm fixture of thy foot 
would give an excellent motion to thy g^t, in a semi- 
circled farthingale. 1 see what thou wert, if fortune thy 
foe were not ; nature is thy friend : Come, thou canst 
not hide it 

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there's no such thing in me. 

Fed. What made me love thee ? let that persuade thee» 
there's something extraordinary in thee. Come, I can- 
not cog, and say, thou art this and that, like a many of 
these lisping haw-thorn buds, that come like women in 
men's apparel, and smell hke Bucklers-bury in simple- 
time ;* I cannot : but 1 love thee ; none but thee ; and 
thoQ deservest it. 

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, sir ; I fear, you love 
mistress Page. 

Fal. Thou might'st as well say, I love to walk by the 
Counter-gate ; which is as hateful to me as the reek of 
a lime-kiln. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, heaven knows, how I love you ; and 
you shall one day find it 

Fal, Keep in that mind ; I'll deserve it. 

Airs. Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do ; or else { 
could not be in that mind. 

Rob. [Within.] Mistress Ford, mistress Ford ! here's 
mistress Page at the door, sweating, and blowing, and 
looking wildly, and would needs speak with you-^resently. 

Fal. She shall not sec me ; I will ensconce me behind 
the arras. 

Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so ; she's a very tattliljMfc 
tvoman. — [Falstaff hides himtegL. 



[9] The iMp-Urt^%»mn open head dresa, with a kiodof acarf dependiog rrom bl* 
bind. Its name of ship-tire waa, 1 presume, from Ua gl^lag tho wearer some re> 
•emblanceof ^sMp (aa Shakespeare says) <» all her trim: «hbaii her peodaati 
0«it, and flags and streaoieni flying. W ARB. 

[1] nucklen-bury io the time of Shakespeare wan chiefly inhabited by druggMlS 
wbo sold ail kinds of bcrbs, creto as well a* dry. 8T££ VEK S. 

19 Vol. I. N 
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Enter Mistreu Page and RoBiv. 
What's the matter ? how now ? 

Mrs. Page. O mistresfl Ford, what have yoo done ? 
You're sha^'d, you ire overthrown, jou are undone for 
ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What's the matter, good miatreas Page ? 

Mrs. Page. O well-a-day, mistress Ford ! having an 
honest man to your husband, to g^ve him such cause of 
suspicion ! 

Mrs. Ford. What cause of suspicion ? 

Mrs. Page. What cause of suspicion ? — Oat npoo you! 
bow am I mistook in you ? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas 1 what's the matter ? 

Mrs. Page. Your husband's coming hither, womas, 
with all the officers in Windsor, to search for a gentle- 
man, that, he says, is here now in the house, by your 
consent, to take an ill advantage of his absence : Yon are 
undone. 

Mrs. Ford. Speak louder. [Aside. I-^^Tib not so, I hope. 

Mrs. Page. Pray heaven it be not so, that you have 
such a man here ; but 'tis most certain your husbaad's 
coming with half Windsor at his heels, to search for such 
m one. I come before to tell you : If you know your- 
self clear, why I am glad of it : but if you have a friend 
here, convey, convey him out. Be not anuused, call all 
your senses to you ; defend your reputatioo, or bid &re- 
well to your good life forever. 

Mrs. Ford* What shall 1 do ? — There is a gentleiiian, 
my dear friend ; and I fear not mine own shanfe, so much 
as his peril : I had rather than a thousand pound he 
were out of the house. 

Mrs. Page. For shame, never stand you had rather , 
and you had rather ; youf husband^s here at hand, be- 
think you of some conveyance : in the house you cannot 
hide him. — O, how have yoo deceived me ! — ^Look, here 
is a basket ; if he be of any reasonable stature, he may 
creep in here ; and throw foul linen upon him, as if it 
were going to bucking : Or, it is whiting-time, send him 
by your two men, to Datchet mead. 

Mrs. Ford. He's too big to g^ in there : What shall I do ? 

Re-enter Falstaff. 
Fal. Let me see't, let me see't ! O let me see't \ IH 
in, ril in ; — follow your friend's counsel j — ^I'U in. 
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Mrs. Page. What ! Sir John FallstaffI Are these your 
letters, knight ? 

Fal. I love thee, and none but thee ; help me away ; 
let me creep in here ; Til never 

[He goes into the basket y they cover him with foul linenm 

Mrs, Page. Help to cover your master, boy : — Call 
your men, mistress Ford : — You dissembling knight ! 

Mrs. Ford. What, John, Robert, John ! [Exit RoBiir. 
Re-enter Servants.] go take up these clothes here, quick* 
ly ; Where's the cowl-staff?* look, how you drumble : car- 
3ry them to the laundress in Datchet mead ; quickly, come. 

Enter Ford, Page, Caics, and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Ford. Fray you, come near : if 1 suspect without cause, 
why then make sport at me, then let me be your jest ; I 
deserve it — How now ? whither bear you this ? 

iServ. To the laundress, forsooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither they 
bear it ? you were best meddle with buck-washing. 

Ford, buck ? I would 1 could wash myself of the buck! 
Buck, buck, buck ? Ay, buck ; I warrant you, buck ; and 
of the season too ; it shall appear. [Exeunt Servants wiA 
the basket.] Gentlemen, I have dreamed to-night ; Til tell 
you my dream. Here, here, here be my keys : ascend 
my chambers, search, seek, find out : I'll warrant, we'll 
unkennel the fox : — Let me stop this way first : — So, now 
uncape. 

Page. Good master Ford, be contented : you wrong 
yourself too much. 

ford. True, master Page. — Up, gentlemen ; you shall 
see sport anon : follow me, gentlemen. [Exit. 

Eva. This is fery fantastical humours, and jealousies. 

Caius. By gar, 'tis no de fashion of France : it is not 
jealous in I ranee. 

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen ; see the issue of 
his search. [Exeunt Evans, Page, and Caius. 

Mrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency in this ? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleases me better, that 
my husband is deceived, or sir John. 

Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when your bus* 
band asked who was in the basket ! 

[2} A cawl-ti^ff)» I tUfT used for carrriDf a lwc« tub or banket wfthtwo 
diet. In GMez tbe word cunt is yet used for • tub. MALONH. 
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Mrs. Fori, f am half afraid, he will have need of wash- 
ing ; so throwing him into tlie water will do him a benefit. 

Mrt, Page. }iang hioft, dishonest rascal \ 1 would, ail of 
(he same strain were in the same distress. 

Mrt. Ford. 1 think, my husband hath some special sus* 
picion of FalstaflTs being here ; for I never saw him so 
gross in his jealousy till now. 

Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try that : And we will 
yet have more tricks with Falstaff: his dissolute di:$case 
will scarce obey this medicine. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion, mifftrest 
Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing into the water ; 
tnd give him another hope, to betray liim to another pu- 
nishment ? 

Mrs. Page. We'll do it ; let him be sent for to-morrow 
eight o'clock, to have amends. 

Reenter Ford, Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh Efajts. 

Ford. I cannot find him : may be the knave bragged of 
that he could not compass. 

Mrs. Page. Heard you that ? 

Afrj. Ford. Ay, ay, peace : — You use me weU, master 
Ford, do you ? 

Ford, Ay, I do so. 

Mrs. Ford Heaven make you better than yoar thoughts! 

Ford. Amen. 

Airs. Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, master Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay j I must bear it. 

Eva. If there be any pody in the house, and in the 
chambers, and in the coffers, and in the presses, heaven 
forgive my sins at the day of judgment ! 

Cuius. By gar, nor I too ; dcre is no bodies. 

Page. Fye, fyc, master Ford I are you not ashamed ? — 
what spirit, what devil suggests this imagination ? I would 
not have your distemper in this kind, for the wealth of 
Windsor Castle. 

Ford. 'Tis mv fault, master Page : I suffer for it. 

Eva. You suder for a pad conscience : your wife is as 
honest a 'omans, as 1 will desires among five thousand, and 
five hundred too. 

Caiui. By g^r, I see 'tis an honest woman. 

Ford. Well ; — I promis'd you a dinner : — Come, 
come, walk in the park : I pray you, pardon me ; I 
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will hereafler make known to yon, wlljf I haye done 
this. — Come, wife ;— come, mistress Pag^ ; I pray yoa, 
pardon me ; pray heartily, pardo^ me. 

Page, Let's go in, gentlemen ; but, trust me, well 
mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to my 
house to breakfast ; after, we'll a birding together ; I 
have a fine hawk for the bush : Shall it be so ? 

Ford, Any thing. 

Eva. If there is one, I shall make two in the flompaDjr. 

Caius. If there be one or two, I shall make-a de tird. 

Eva» In your teeth : — for slMune. 

Ford. Pray you go, master Page. 

Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow on the 
lousy knave, mine host. 

Caius. Dat is good ; by gar, vit all my heart. 

Eva. A lousy knave ; to have his gibes, and hi^mock* 
eries. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

A Room in Page's house. Enter FEirroir and Mittrett 

Anne Page. 

Fent. I see, I cannot get thy father's love ; 
Therefore, no more turn me to him, sweet Nan. 

Anne. Alas ! how then ? 

Fent. Why, thou must be thyself. 
He doth object, I am too great of birth ; 
And that, my state being galFd ^ith my expense^ 
I seek to heal it only by his wealth : 
Besides these, other bars he lays before me,-*- 
My riots past, my wild societies ; 
And tells me, 'tis a thing impossible 
I should love thee, but as a property. 

Anne. May be, he tells you true. 

Fent. No, heaven so speed me in my time to come ! 
Albeit, I will confess, thy father's wealth' 
Was the first motive that I woo'd thee, Anne t 
Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bag^ ; 



[3] Some light may be fiveo to tbose who tball eadeavour to c»kulate tke li 
of Eogliib wealth, by dbwrvlog. that liatymer, io tbe time of Edward VI. mentio^l 
ft ai a proof of bi^ fttber*s prosperity. Thai though tmt a yeoma*^ ht gave hit 
daughttrsjive mwtmit each for her poriUM. At tbe latter end oT ElilAeth, seTtO 
faun'lred pouodi were lurb a temptation to court«hip, as made all other motlTes sat- 
pecte<]. ConcreTe nake^ twelve thousand pouD<1s more than a counterbalance to tlip 
affectatioo or Belinda. No poet will aow ty his CaTourite. character at kip tnp 
fifty UmiMDd. JOBHSOK. 
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And 'tis the Terj riches of thyself 
That now 1 aim at. 

Mne. Gentle Master Fentoo, 
Tet seek my father's love : still seek it, sir : 
If opportunity and humblest suit 
Cannot attain it, why then. — ^Hark yon hither. 

[They convene apart, 

EfUer Shallow, Slender, and Mistreu Qpicsxr. 

Shal. Break their talk, mistress Quickly ; my kinsman 
•hall speak for himself. 

Slen. ril make a shaft or a bolt on't : slid, 'tb hot Ten- 
taring. 

Sfuii, Be not dismayed. 

Slen, No, she shall not dismay me : I care not fi>r that, 
—but that I am afeard. 

Qtitc. Hark ye ; master Slender would speak a word 
with you. 

Anne, I come to him. — This is my fiither^s choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill-fiivourM faults 
Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a year ! [A$ide, 

Quic. And bow does good master Fenton ? Pray you, 
a word with you. 

ShcJ. She's coming ; to her, coz. O boy, thou hadst 
a father ! 

Slen. I had a father, mistress Anne ; — my ancle can tell 
you good iests of him : — Pray you, uncle, tell mistress 
Anne the jest, how my father stole two geese out of a 
pen, good uncle. 

Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves yoa. 

Slen, Ay, that i do ; as well as I love any woman in 
Glostershire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 

Slen* Ay, that 1 will, come cut and long-tail,^ under 
the degree of a 'squire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds 
jointure. 

Anne. Good master Shallow, let him woo for himsel£ 

Shal. Marry, I thank you for it ; I thank you for that 
good comfort.— She calls you, coz : VU leave you. 

[4] i. e. OHM poor or rich. Th« following is said to be the origin of the phme s— 
According to the forest Iiws, i man, wbo had no right to tke priTiJege of cHee, ww 
obliged to cut, or low his iJog, amongit other modef of dinbf ing bhs, by deprlviac 
bin of hit tail. A dog to cut, wai called e aU, emri-UU, and by contr«ctioQ, cw. 
Cal tad loai-taU Uwreftre signifj the dog oC • down, aod tbe dog of a rentleaN|. 
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Anne, Now, master Slender. 

Slen, Now, good mistress Anne. 

Anne. What is your will ? 

Slen, My will ? od's heartlings, that's i pretty jest, in* 
deed! 1 ne^er made my will yet, 1 thank heaven'; I am 
Dot such a sickly creature, I give heaven praise. 

Anne, I mean, master Slender, what would you with me? 

Slefi, Truly, for mine own part, I would little or no* 
thing with you : Your father, and my uncle, have made 
motions : if it he my luck, so ; if not, happy man be his 
dole ! They can tell you how thiogs go, better than I can : 
you may ask your father ; here he comes. 

Enter Page and Mistress Pag£. 

Page, Now, master Slender : — ^Love him, daughter 
Anne. 
— ^Why, how now ! what does master Fenton here ? 
You wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house : 
I told you, sir, my daughter is disposed of. 

Fent, Nay, master Page, be not impatient 

Mrs, Paqe, Good master Fenton, come not to my child. 

Page, She is no match for you. 

Fent, Sir, will you hear me ? 

Pa^e, No, good master Fenton. — 
Come, master Shallow ; come, son Slender ; in :— 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, master Fenton. 

[Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Qwic. Speak to mistress Page. 

Fent. Good mistress Page, for that I love your daughter 
In such a righteous fashion as I do, 
Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, andmannerSy 
I must advance the colours of my love. 
And not retire : Let me have your good will. 

Anne, Good mother, do not marry me to yond' fool. 

Mrs. Page, I mean it not ; 1 seek you a better husband* 

Qntc. That's my master, master doctor. 

Anne. Alas, I had rather be set quick i' the earth. 
And bowl'd to death with turnips. 

Mrs, Page, Come, trouble not yourself: Good master 
Fenton, 
I will not be your friend, nor enemy : .*• 

My daughter will 1 question how she loves you. 
And as I find her, so am I affected ; 
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Till then, &rewe11, sir : — She must needs go m ; 

Her father will be sngry. [Ex. Mrs. Page and Ahits. 

Fent. Farewell, gentle mistress ; ^rewell, Nan. 

Qutc. This is my doing now ; — Nay, said 1, will yoQ 
cast away your child on a fool, and a physician ? Look oo 
master Fenton : — this is my doing. 

Fent, I thank thee ; and JL pray thee, once to-night give 
my sweet Nan this ring : — There's for thy pains. [Exii» 

Quic, Now heaven send thee good fortune ! A kind 
beart he hath : a woman would run through fire and wa- 
ter for such a kind heart But yet, I would my master 
bad mistress Anne ; or I would master Slender had her ; 
Or, in sooth, I would master Fenton had her : I will do 
what 1 can for them all three ; for so I have promised, 
and ril be as good as my word ; but speciously for mas- 
ter Fenton/ Well, 1 must of another errand to sir John 
Falstaff from my two mistresses : What a beast am I to 
slack it [Exit. 

SCENE V. 

A Room in the Garter Inn. Enter Falstafp and 

Bardolpu. 

Fal. Bardolph, I say, 

Bard. Here, sir. 

FaL Go fetch me a quart of sack ; put a toast in^. 
[Exit Bard.1 Have I lived to be carried in a basket, like 
a barrow of butcher's offal ; and to be thrown into the 
Thames ? Well, if 1 be served such another trick, VU 
bave my brains ta'en out, and buttered, and give them to 
a dog for a new year's gift. The rogues slighted me in- 
to tlie river with as little remorse as they would bave 
drowned a bitch's blind puppies, fifteen i' the litter: 
and you may know by my size, that 1 have a kind of 
alacrity in sinking ; if the bottom were as deep as hell, 
I should down. I had been drowned, but that the shore 
was shelvy and shallow ; a death that I abhor ; for the 
water swells a man ; and what a thing should I have 
been, when I had been swelled ! 1 should h^ve been a 
inountain of mummy. 

Re-enter Bardolph, Ttith the wine. 

Bard. Here's mistress Quickly, sir, to speak with joa. 
Fal. Come, let me pour in some sack to the Thames 

[»J Sbe OMaot to tMj tpteUUg. t»TE£V£NS. 



4CT kll. OF WIVDSOIt. S97 

water ; for my belly's as cold, as if I had swallowed snow- 
balls for pills to cool the reins. Call her in. 
Bard. Come in, woman. 

Enter Mrs, Quickly, 

Qutc. By your leave ; — I cry you mercy :— Give yoar 
worship good-morrow. 

Fal. Take away these chalices : Go brew me a pottle 
of sack finely. 

BarcL With eggs, sir ? 

Fal. Simple of itself ; I'll no pullet-sperm in my brew- 
age. [Elxit Bardolph.] — How now ? 

Qutc. Marry, sir, I come to your worship from mistress 
Ford. 

Fal. Mistress Ford ! I have had ford enough : I was 
thrown into the ford : 1 have my belly full of ford. 

Qtiic. Alas the day ! good heart, that was not her fault: 
•he does so take on with her men ; they mistook their 
erection. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish woman's 
promise. 

Qutc. WeU, she laments, sir, for it, that it would yearn 
your heart to see it. Her husband goes this morning a 
birding; she desires you once more to. come to her be- 
tween eight and nine : I must carry her word quickly : 
she'll make you amends, I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will visit her : Tell her so ; and bid her 
think, what a man is : let her consider his frailty, and then 
judge of my merit. 

Qutc. I will tell her. 

Fal. Do so. Between nine and ten, say'st thou ? 

Qutc. Eight and nine, sir. 

Fal. Well, be g^ne : 1 will not miss her. 

Qutc. Peace be with you, sir ! [Exit. 

Fal. I marvel, I hear not of master Brook ; he sent me 
word to stay within : I like his money well. O, here he 
comes. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Bless you, sir! 

Fal. Now, master Brook, you coroe to know what 
hath passed between me and Ford's wife ? 

Ford. That, indeed, siriJohn, is my business. 

Fal. Master Brook, 1 will not lie to you ; I was at her 
house the hour she appointed me. 

Vol. I. N 2 
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Ford, And bow sped you, sir ? 

Fal, Very ill-favouredly, master Brook. 

Ford. How 80, sir ? Did she change her detenniiiatioii? 

Fal, No, master Brook; hut^ the peaking comato her 
hosband, master Brook, dwelling in- a continual ^lanmi of 
jealousy, comes to me in the instant of our encounter, 
aAer we had embraced, kissed, protested, and, as it were, 
spoke the prologue of our comedy ; and at bis heeb a 
rabble of hu companions, thither provoked and instigated 
by his distemper, and, forsooth, to search hb boose for 
his wife's love. 

Ford, What, while you were there ? 

Fal, While I was there. 

Ford, And did he search for yon, and could not find yon ? 

Fal, You shall hear. As good luck would have it, 
comes in one mistress Page ; gives intelligence of Ford's 
approach ; and, by her invention, and Ford's wife's dis- 
traction, they conveyed me into a buck-basket. 

F rd, A buck-basket ! 

/•'. By the Lord, a buck-basket : rammed me in witk 
foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul stockings, and greasy 
napkins ; that, master Brook, there was the rankest com- 
pound of villanous smell, that ever o£fended nostnJ. 

Ford, And how long lay you there ? 

Fal, Nay, you shall hear, master Brook, what I hmve 
suffered to bring this woman to evil for your good. Being 
thus crammed in the basket, a couple of Ford's knaves, 
hb hinds, were called forth by their mbtress, to carry me 
in the name of foul clothes to Datchet-lane : they took 
me on their shoulders ; met the jealous knaye their mas- 
ter in the door ; who asked them once or twice what 
they had in their basket : I quaked for fear, lest the In* 
natic knave would have searched it ; but fiite, or^ining 
he should be a cuckold, held his hand. Well ; on went 
he for a search, and away went I for foul clothes. But 
mark the sequel, master Brook : 1 suffered the pangs of 
three several deaths : first, an intolerable! fright, to be de- 
tected with a jealous rotten bell-wether : next, to be com- 
passed, like a good bilbo,* in the circumference of a 
peck, hilt to point, heel to head : and then, to be stopped 
in, like a strong distillation, with stinking clothes thai 
fretted in their own grease : think of that, — a man of my 



[6] A bilbo t9 a SpaDi«h bladp, of which the excellence i« flexibtooen and eiaitt- 

city. JOHNSON. FroB BUboe, a citjef Bkcaj, where tbt beit hlHw 

Bi«dt. 8TC£V£17S. 
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kidney/ — think of that ; that am as suhject to heat, as 
butter ; a man of continual dissolution and thaw ; it wat 
a miracle, to 'scape suffocation. And in the height of 
this bath, when 1 was more than half stewed in grease, 
like a Dutch dish, to be thrown into the Thames, and 
cooled, glowing hot, in that surge, like a horse-shoe ; 
think of that, — hissing hot, — think of that, master Brook. 

Ford. In good sadness, sir, 1 am sorry that for my sake 
you have suffered all this. My suit then is desperate ; 
you'll undertake her no more. 

FaL Master Brook, 1 will be thrown into £tna, as I 
have been into Thames, ere 1 will leave he^ thus. Her 
husband is this morning gone a birding : I have received 
from her another embassy of meeting ; 'twixt eight and 
ikine is the hour, master Brook. 

Ford, 'Tis past eight already, sir. 

FaL Is it ? I will then address me to my appointment. 
Come to me at your convenient leisure, and you shall 
know how 1 speed ; and the conclusion shall be crowned 
with your enjoying her : Adieu. You shall have her, 
master Brook ; master Brook, you shall cuckold Ford. 

[Exit. 

Ford. Hum ! ha ! is this a vision ? is this a dream ? do 
1 sleep ? Master Ford, awake ; awake, master Ford ; 
there's a hole made in your best coat, master Ford. 
This 'tis to be married ! this 'tis to have linen, and 
buck-baskets ! — Well, I will proclaim myself what 1 am : 
I will now take the lecher ; he is at my house : he can- 
not 'scape me ; 'tis impossible he should ; he cannot 
creep into a halfpenny purse, nor into a pepper-box r 
but, lest the devil that guides him should aid him, I will 
search impossible places. Though what I am I cannot 
avoid, yet to be what I would not, shall not make me 
tame : if I have horns to make one mad, let the proverb 
go with me, I'll be horn mad.* [tlxii. 

[7J Kidney io this pbnse now aif^oiflea kind nr qnatitiitt but FabtafT aeaai, ** • 
Ban irhoae kidnies ar« as fat as mioe.** JOHNSON. 

(8] There is no ioiajse which our author appears so fond of, as that of eurkoMi* 
borufl. Scarcely a light character is introdure«i that does not endeavour to priwtuec 
merriment by some dlusioo to homed husbands As he wrot^ his playt lor the 
atage rather than the press, he perhaps reviewed them ael«Jom, and did not observe 
this repetition, or flndins the test, however (re(|ueat. still suecenfult did not tkillc 
correction necessary. JOHNSON 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE l.—The Slreet. Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. QpicKLT, 

f^nd William. 

Mrs. Page. 
IS lie at master Ford's already, thiak'st thou ? 

Qu»c. 3are, he is by this ; or will be presently : but 
tm^, he is very courageous mad about his throwing into 
the water. Mistress Ford desires you to come suddenly. 

Mrs. PcLge. I'll be with her by and by ; I'll but bring 
my young man here to school : Look, where his master 
comes ; 'tis a playing-day, 1 see. 

Enter Sir Hugh Eyaits. 

How now, sir Hogh ? no school to day ? 

Eva. No ; master Slender is let the boya leave to play. 

Qtftc. Blessing of his heart ! 

Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my husband says, my son profits 
nothing in the worid at his book ; I pray you, ask him 
some questions in his accidence. 

Eva. Come hither, William ; hold up your head ; come. 

Mrs. Page. Come on, sirrah ; hold up your head ; an- 
swer your master, be not afraid. 

Eva. William, how many numbers is in nouns f 

Will. Two. 

Qutc. Truly, I thought there had been one number 
more ; because they say, od's nouns, 

Eva. Peace your tattlings. What isfair^ William ? 

Will. Pvlcher. 

(^xc. Poulcats \ there are fairer things than poolcati, 
sure. 

Eva. You are a venr simplicity 'ornan ; I pray yoo, 
peace. What is lapis^ .William ? 

Will. A stone. 

Eva. And what is a stone, WiUiam ? 

Will. A pebble. 

Eva. No, it b lapis ; I pray you, remember in your 
prain. 

Will. Lapis. 

Eva. That is a good William. Whdkt is he, William, 
that does lend articles ? 

Will. Articles are borrowed of the pronoun ; and be 
thus declineti Singutarittr^ nominaiivo^ hic^ hxCf hoc. 
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Eva. Kominaiivo^ higy hagy hog ; — ^pray joa, mark : ge* 
miivo, hvjus : Well, what is jour accu$ative case ? 

Will. Acctisativoy hinc. 

Eva, I pray you, have your remembrance, child ; Ac* 
€U9ativOy kingy hangy hog, 

Quic, Hang hog is Latin for bacon, 1 warrant you. 

Eva. Leave your prabbles, 'oman. — What is the foca^ 
the catCy William ? 

Will, O — vocativOy O, 

Eva, Remember, William ; foccUive is, caret, 

Quic, And tbat^s a good root. 

Eva. 'Oman, forbear. 

Mrs, Page. Peace. 

Eva, What is your genitive case plnrcUy William ? 

Will. Genitive case ? 

Eva, Ay. 

Will, GenitivCy — horumy Aamm, horum, 

Qfdc, 'Vengeance of Jenny's case ! iye on her !-— never 
name her, child, if she be a whore. 

Eva, For shame, 'oman. 

Qutc. You do ill to teach the child such words : he « 
teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll do fast 
enough of themselves ; and to call horum : — ^fye upon you ! 

Eva, 'Oman, art thou lunatics ? hast thou no under- 
standings for thy cases, and the numbers of the genders ? 
Thou art as foolish christian creatures as I would desires. 

Mrs, Page, Pr'ythee, hold thy peace. 

Eva. Shew me now, William, some dcclenE'onsofyour 
pronouns. 

Will, Forsooth, I have forgot. 

Eva, It is kiy kdy cod ; if you forget your kiesy your 
kasy and your codsy you must be preeches. Go your 
ways, and play, go. 

Mrs. Page, He is a better scholar than I thought he was. 

Eva. He is a good sprag memory. Farewell, Mrs. Page. 

[Exit Sir Hwsii. 

Mrs, Page. Adieu, good sir Hugh. — Get you home, 
boy. — Come, we stay too long. [Exeuttt4 

SCENE II. 
A Room in Ford's house. Enter Falstaff and Mrs. 

FOKD. 

Fal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten up my 
sufferance : I see. you are obsequious in your love, and 
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I profeM requital fo a hair's breadth ; not onlj, mistreai 
Ford, in the simple office of love, but in all the accootre- 
fl^nt, complement, and ceremony of it But are yea 
•are of your husband now ? 

Mrs, Ford, f le's a birding, sweet sir John. 

Mrs, Page. [H'ithin.] What boa, gossip Ford ! what boa ! 

Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber, sir John. {Ex. Fal. 

Enter Mrs.' Page. 

Mrs. Page. How now, sweetheart ? who*8 at home be* 
fides yourself? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 

Mrs* PcLge. Indeed? 

Mrs. Ford. No, certainly ; — Speak louder. [Aside* 

Afrs. Pa^e. Truly, I am so glad you have nobody here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why? 

Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is in his old 
limes again : he so takes on yonder with my husband ; 
so rails against all married mankind ; so curses all Eve's 
daughter^*, of what complexion soever ; and so buffets 
himself on the forehead, crying. Peer-out ^ Peer-aut I 
that any madness, I ever yet beheld, seemed but tame- 
ne«»s, civility, and patience, to this his distemper he is in 
BOW : I am glad the fat knight is not here. 

Afrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him ? 

Airs. Page. Of none but him ; and swears, he was ear- 
ned out, the last time he searched for him, in a basket : 
protests to my husband, he is now here ; and hath drawn 
him and the rest of their company from their sport, to 
make another experiment of his suspicion : but I am glad 
the kniglit is not here ; now he shall see his own foolery. 

Airs. Ford. IJow near is he, mistress Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Hard by ; at street end ; he will be here 
anon. 

Mrs. Ford. I am undone ! — the knight is here. 

Airs. Page. Why, then you are utterly shamed, and 
he's but a dead man. What a woman are you ? — Awaj 
with him, away with him ; better shame than murder. 

Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go ? how should I 
bestow him ? Shall I put him into the basket again ? 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Fal. No, ril come no more i' the basket : May I not 
go out, ere he come ? 

Mrs. Page^^ Alas, three if master Ford's brothers 
watch the door with pistob, that none should issue oat i 
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otherwise jon might slip away ere he came. But what 
make you here ? 

Fal. What shall I do ? — I'll creep up into the chimney. 

Mrs. Ford. There they always use to discharge their 
birding-pieces : Creep into the kiln-hole. 

Fal. Where is it ? 

Mrs. Ford. He will seek there, on my word. Neither 
press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault, but he hath an ab- 
stract for the remembrance of such places, and goes to 
them by his note : There is no hiding you in the houie. 

Fal. rU go out then. 

Mrs. Page. If you go out in your own semblance, you 
die', sir John. Unless you go out disguised, — 

Mrs. Ford. How might we disguise him ? 

Mrs. Page. Alas the day, I know not. There is no wo- 
man's gown big enough for him ; otherwise, he might put 
on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchief, and so escape. 

Fal. Good hearts, devise something : any extremity, 
rather than a mischief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman of Brentford^ 
has a gown above. 

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serve him ; she's at 
big as he is : and there's her thrum'd hat, and her muffler 
too :' Run up, sir John. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet sir John : mistress Page and 
I will look some linen for your head. 

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick ; we'll come dress you straight: 
put on the gown the while. [Exit Fal. 

Mrs. Ford. I would my husband would meet him in this 
shape : he cannot abide the old woman of Brentford ; he 
swears, she's a witch ; forbade her my house, and hath 
threatened to beat her. 

Mrs. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husband's cudgel; 
and the devil guide his cudgel aflerwards! 

Mrs. Ford. But is my husband coming ? 

Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadness, is he ; and talks of the 
basket too, howsoever he hath had intelligence. 

Mrs. Ford. We'll try that ; for I'll appoint my men to 
carry the basket again, to meet him at the door with it, 
as they did last time. 

Mrs. Pa^e. Nay, but he'll be here presently : let's go 
dress him like the wtch of Brentford. 

[11 The fhnan is the end nf a weavQifs warp, and we mayfuppoxe, was used 
for the purpose of making coaraebata. The mujl$r wtt a Uila ^c« of lioeo UM 
coTcrad Um iipi aod chia. STG£ VLNH. 
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Mr$. Ford. 1*11 fint direct my men wltat thej shall do 
with the basket Go up, Til bring linen for him straight. 

*^ Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest rarlet ! we oomot 

BURU^e him enough. 

* We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do. 
Wives maj be merry, and yet honest too : 
We do not act, that oflen jest and laugh^ 
'Tis old but true, Siill svntu eat all the drq^. [Exii. 

Re-enter Mrs. Ford, with two Servantt, 

Mh. Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again on your 
ihouldttv ; your master is hard at door ; if he bid you set 
it down, obey him : quickly, despatch. [Exii, 

I Serv. Come, come, take it up. 

£ Serv. Pray heaven, it be not full of the kni^t agiin. 

1 Serv. 1 iiope not ; I had as hef bear so much le^ 

EtUer FoRD» Page, Shallow, Caius, and Sir Hugh 

Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, master Page, have yon 
any way then to unfool me again ? — Set down the basket, 
villain : — Somebody call my wife : — You, youth in a bas- 
ket, come out here ! — O, you panderly rascab ! there's ft 
knot, a ging,* a pack, a conspiracy against me : Now shall 
the devil be shamed. — What ! wife, 1 say ! come, come 
forth ; behold what honest clothes you send forth to 
bleaching. 

Page. Why, this passes ! Master Ford, yon are oot to 
go loose any longer ; you must be pinioned. 

Eva. Why, this in lunatics ! this is mad as a mad dog ! 

Shal. Indeed, master Ford, this is not well ; indeed. 

Enter Mrs. Ford. 

Ford. So say 1 too, sir. — Come hither, mistress Ford ; 
mistress Ford, the honest woman, the modest wife, the 
virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool to her hus- 
band 1 — 1 suspect without cause, mistress, do 1 ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witness, you do, if joo sus* 
pect me in any dishonesty. 

Ford. Well said, brazen-face ; hold it out. — Come forth, 
drrah. [Pulls the clothes out of ike badul^ 

Page. This passes ! 

Mrs. Ford. Are you not ashamed ? let the clothes akme* 

[9] din was uciesUx uMdftr f c^ BfALOiTE. 
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Ford. I shall find you anon. 

Eva. 'Tig unreasonable ! Will you take up jrour wife't 
dothes / Come away. 

Ford. Empty the basket, I say. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why, 

Ford. Master Page, as 1 am a man, there was one cod* 
▼eyed -out o£ my house yesterday in this basket : Why 
may not he be there again ? In my house 1 am sure he 
is : my intelligence is true ; my jealousy is reasonable : 
Pluck me out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he shall die a flea^f 
death. 

Page. Here's no man. 

Shed. By my fidelity, this is not well, master Ford; 
this wrongs you. 

Eva. Master Ford, yon must pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of your own heart : this is jealousies. 

Ford. Well, he's not here 1 seek for. 

Page. No, nor no where else, but in your brain. 

Ford. Help to search my house this one time : if I 
find not what I seek, shew no colour for my extresuty, 
let me forever be your table-sport ; let them say of me. 
As jealous as Ford, that searched a hollow wall-nut fi>r 
his wife's lemao.' Satisfy me once more ; once more 
search with me 

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, mistress Page! come you, and 
the old woman, down ; my husband will come into the 
chamber. 

Ford. Old woman ! What old woman's that ? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brentford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean ! Have 
I not forbid her my bouse ? She comes of errands, does 
she ? We are simple men ; we do not know what's brought 
to pass under the profession of fortune-telling. She works 
by charms, by spells, by the figure, and such daubery as 
this is ; beyond our element : we know nothing.^^ome 
down, you witch, you hag you ; come down, 1 say. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good, sweet husband ; — good gfentle- 
men, let him not strike the old woman. 

Enter Falstaff in women^s clothes^ led by Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me your 

hand. 

, - - - — ^^^— 

[3] Luman^ i «. /oirer, ii derived tnm ^^tf, Dutch, belavei^ and vfn, HTEB. 
20 ' VOT. I. ^ 
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Ford. I'D prai her: — Out of mj door, yon witch f 
[heau him,] yoii rag, yoa baggage, you polecat, yoo nn- 
yoD ! out 1 out ! I'll conjure you, I'll fortuue-tell joa. 

[£ruFu. 

Mn, Page. Are you not aahamed t I think, yon have 
killed the poor woman. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it : — 'Tis a goodly credit 
for you. 

Ford. Hang her, witch ! 

Eva. By yea and no, I think, the 'oman is a witch in- 
deed : 1 hke not when a *oman has a great peard ; 1 spj 
n g^eat peard under her muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen ? I beseech you, fol- 
low ; see but the issue of my jealousy : if I cry out thu 
upon no trail,* never trust me when I open again. 

Page. Let*8 obey his humour a little further : Come, 
gentlemeA [£xe. Page, Ford, Shal. and Eta* 

Mr$. Page., Trust me, he beat him most pitifully. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the mass, that he did not ; he beat 
him most unpitifuUy, me thought. 

Mrs. Page. Til have the cudgel hallowed, and hung o'er 
the altar ; it hath done meritorious serrice. 

Mrs. Ford. What think you ? May we, with the war- 
rant of woman-hood, and the witness of a good conscience, 
pursue him with any further revenge ? 

Mrs. Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure, scared 
out of him ; if the devil have him not in fee-simple, with 
fine and recovery,* he will never, I think, in the way of 
waste, attempt us again. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we have 
served bim? 

Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means ; if it be but to scrape 
the figures out of your husband's brains. If they can &id 
in their hearts, tJ)e poor unvirtuous hi knight shall be 
any further afflicted, we two will still be the ministers. 

Mrs. Ford. V\\ warrant, they'll have him publicly 

f4] The exprenioD ii taken from tb« hunt^n. Trail n the •c«ot left hj the pM- 
rase (if the came. To erjf oui \n to opfm or bark. JOHNSON. 

As the serond Ktratajrein, hj irhicb Falataff eacapes, ia much the frocei of lie 
two, I wish it had been practised first. It H very unlikely that Ford, haTief bMa 
ao deceived before, and knowing that he bad been deceived, would auffer bin to 
eacape in so sli; bt a diHj^uibe. JOHNSON. 

[b] Our author bad Un^n Ion|; eooufli in an attorney's office, to leera thaljk*- 
timpi* n the largest t$latr, and Jim mid raceverf Uie ttr0ui$st asnawmce, kwma te 
fiosliahUv. B1TS0^^ 
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■hamed : and, methinks, there would be no period to the 
jeit, should he not be publicly shamed. 

Mrs, Page. Come, to the forge with it then, shape it : 
I would not have things cool. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

A Room in the Garter Inn, Enter Host and Bardolph. 

Bard, Sir, the Germans desire to have three of your 
horses : the duke himself will be to-morrow at court, and 
they are going to meet him. 

Host, What duke should that be, comes so secretly ? I 
hear not of him in the court : Let me speak with the gen- 
tlemen ; they speak English ? 

Bard, Ay, sir ; Til call them to you. 

Host, They shall have my horses ; but 1*11 make them 
pay, ['II sauce them : They have had my homt a week 
at command ; I have turned away my other guests : they 
must come o£f ; Til sauce them : Come. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. i 

A Room in Ford's house. Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Faqe, 
Mrs. Ford, and Sir Hugh Evaits. 

Eva, 'Tis one of the pest discretions of a 'oman as ever 
I did look upon* 

Page, And did he send you both these letters at an in« 
fltant? 

Mrs, Page, Within a quarter of an hour. 

Ford. Pardon me, wife : Henceforth do what thou wilt; 
I rather will suspect the sun with cold. 
Than thee with wantonness : now doth thy honour standi 
In him that was of late an heretic. 
As firm as faith. 

Page, 'Tis well, 'tis well ; no more. 
Be not as Extreme in submission, 
As in offence ; 

But let our plot go forward : let our, wives 
Yet once again, to make us publir sport. 
Appoint a meeting with this old hi fellow. 
Where we may take him, and disgrace him fi>r it 

Ford. There is no better way than that they spoke oC 

Page, How ! to send him word they'll meet him in tb« 
park at midnight! fye, fye ; he'll never come. ^ 
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Eva. Ton stj, he has been thrown into the riTen ; ind 
has been grievously peaten, as an oM 'oman: metbinlEi^ 
there should be terrors in him, that he should ocyt come ; 
Biethinks, his flesh is punished, he shall have no deiirea* 

Page, So thmk 1 too. 

Mrs, Ford, Devise hut how you'll use him when he 
comes, 
And let us two devise to bring him thither. 

Mr$, Page. There is an oM tale goes, that Heme flie 
hunter, 
Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest, 
I>oth all the winter-time, at still midnight, 
Walk round about an oak, with great ragg'd horns ; 
And there he blasts the tree, and takes Uie cattle ;* 
And makes saikh-kine yield blood, and shakes a chain 
In a most hideous and dreadful manner : 
You\e heard of such a spirit ; and well you know. 
The superstitious idle-headed eld 
Received, and did deliver to our age, 
This tale of Heme the Hunter ibr a truth. 

PAge, Why, yet there want not many, that do fear 
In deep of night to walk by thb Heme s oak : 
But what of this ? 

Mr$, Ford, Marry, this is our device ; 
That Falstaff* at that oak shall meet with us. 
Disguised like Heme, with huge horns on his head. 

Page, Well, let it not be doubted but he^U come. 
And in this shape : When you have brought lum thither. 
What shall be doae with him ? what is your ]^at ? 

Mrs, Page. That likewise have we thou|pit upon, and 
thus : — 
Nan Page my daughter, and my little son. 
And three or four more of their growth, we'll dieas 
Like urchins, ouphes,^ and fairies, green and white. 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads. 
And rattles in their hands ; upon a siiBden, 
'As Failstaff, she, and 1, are newly met. 
Let them from forth a saw-pit rush at once 

[6] To fate, To Sbiknpeare, tlgnifies to wize or itrfto with m dtaeose, to U«rt. 

JOHNSOV. 

[7] The primitive bijtoificatioo of vrcMn to a hedge-hos. Heoeo H coaMa to dg- 
oify uy UiiQK little and dwaritok Ot^k Ji tte TeutMiic woid for i Jimx$ or 
foMio. 6T£EV£<M8« 
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With some diffused song ;* upon their sight. 
We two in great amazedness will fly : 
Then let them all encircle him about, 
And, fairy -like, to pinch the unclean knight ; 
And ask him, why, that hour of fairy revel. 
In tfieir so sacred paths he dares to tread. 
In shape pro^e ? 

Mn. Ford. And, till he tell the truth, 
Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound. 
And bum him with their tapers. 

Mr», Page, The truth being known, 
We*ll all present ourselves ; dis-hom the spirit. 
And mock him home to Windsor. 

Ford, The children must 
Be practised well to this,, or they'll ne'er do't. 

Eva, I will teach the children their bchatiours, and I 
Mrill be Uke a jack-an-apes also, to bum the knight with 
my taber. 

Ford, That will be excellent. Til go buy them vizards. 

^irs. Page, My Nan shall be the queen of all the fairies. 
Finely attired in a robe of white. 

Page, That silk will 1 go buy ; — and in that time 
Shall master Slender steal my Nan away, [Aside* 

And marry her at Eton. — Go, send to FalstafT straight 

Ford. Nay, 111 to him again in name of Brook : 
He'll tell me all his purpose : Sure, he'll come. 

Mrs. Page, Fear not you that : Go, get us properties, 
And tricking for our fairies.' ^ 

Eva, Let us about it : It is admirable pleasures, and 
fery honest knaveries. [Ex. Paoe, Ford, and Evajis* 

Mrs. Page. Go, mistress Ford, 
Seii'1 Qpicidy to sir John, to know his mind. 

[Elxit Mrs, Fonp. 
ril to the doctor ; he hath my good will. 
And none but he, to marry with Nan' Page. 
That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot ; * « 

And he my husband best of all affects : 
The doctor is well moneyed, and his friends 
Potent at court ; *he, none but he, shall have her, 
Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave her. [Ex, 

[h a diffused tong *\%i\\u^i ■ Miijj'ba^ Mrikenout into wild fteotiineotsbeyoad 
the bouii'.H uf nature, nucb as tbuM wbcwe Hubject is fainr lan<i. WARB. 

[9] troptrtUt art! liitle incidental oecessviei to t tfiettre, exduiivo of 
ud drowi. bT££V£tfS. 
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SCENE V. 

A Room in ihe Garter Inn. Enter HoH and Simple. 

Ho9t. What wouldst thou have, boor? what, thick* 
•kin .' speak, breathe, discuM ; brief, short, quick, soap. 

6V//i. Marry, sir, 1 come to speak with sir John Falstaff 
firom master Slender. 

Ho$t. There *6 his chamber, his house, his castle, his 
standing-bed, and truckle-bed; 'tis painted about with 
the story of the prodigal, fresh and new : Go, knock and 
call ; heUl speak like an Anlhropophaginian onto thee : — 
Knock, 1 say. 

Sim. There's an old woman, a fat woman, gone op into 
his chamber ; 111 be so bold as stay, sir, till she come 
down : 1 come to speak with her, indeed. 

Host. Ha ! a fat woman ! the knight may be robbed ; 
V\\ call. — Bully knight ! bully sir John ! speak from thy 
lungs military : Art thou there ? it is tbine host, thine 
Epiipsian, calls. 

FaL [ahcrve.^ How now, mine host ? 

Host, Here's a Bohemian-Tartar,' tarries the coming 
down of thy fat woman : Let her descend, buUy, let her 
descend ; my chambers are honourable: Fye ! pnvacy? fye! 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. There was, mine host, an old bX woman even now 
ffith me ; but she's gone. 

Sim. Pray you, sir, was't not the wise woman of Brent- 
ford ? n^ 

Fal. Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell ;* wli|^ would yoa 
with her? 7 

Sim. My master, sir, my maslbr Slender, sent to her, 
seeing her go through the street, to know, sir, whether 
one Nym» sir, that beguiled him of a chain, had the chain* 
or no. 

FaL I spake with the old woman abootjt. 
fb Sim. 'And what says she, 1 pray, sir? 

Fal. Marry, she says, that the very same man that be- 
guiled master Slender of his chain, cozened him of it. 

iStm. I would, I could have spoken with the wonaan 

fl] In Germwiv there were sevenl emnpaoiea of vagtbooda, ke. called Tmrim9 
Md Zigeos. ** These were the rame in onv opioioD,*' nys Mexeraj, *« at tteae tte 
Franc b call BoKtmiatu aott the Eosliah GvpAu.** TOLLST. 

(21 HtcaUapoor Siopi* "Mctt-olkeU, McauM be itiDdi wttJi kia aouUi opoi. 

JOBlm 
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herself; I had other things to have spoken with her too, 
from bim. 

Fed. What are they ? let us know. 

Host. Ay^ come ; quick. 

Sim, 1 may not conceal them, sir. 

FaL Conceal them, or thou dy'st. 

Sim. Why, sir, they were nothing hut ahout mistress 
Anne Page ; to know, if it were my master's fortune to 
have her, or no. 

Fal, 'Tis, His his fortune. 

Sim. What, sir ? 

Fal, To have her,— or no : Go ; say, the woman told 
me so. 

Sim, May I be so bold to say so, sir ? 

Fal, Ay^ sir Tike ; who more bold ? 

Sim, I thank your worship : I shall make my master 
glad with these tidings. [Exit Sim. 

Host, Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, sir John : 
Was there a wise woman with thee ? 

Fal, Ay, that there was, mine host ; one, that hath 
taught me more wit than ever I learned before in my 
Lfc : and 1 pkid nothing for it neither, but was paid for 
my learning. 

Enter B>irdolph. 

Bard, Out, alas, sir ! cozenage ! mere cozenage ! 

Host. Where be my horses ? speak well of them, varletto. 

Bard, Run away with the cozeners : for so soon as I 
came beyond Eton, they threw me off, from behind one 
of them, in a slough of mire ; and let spurs, and away^ 
like three german devils, three doctor Faustuses.' 

Host, They are gone but to meet the duke, villain : 
do not say, they be fled ;C}ermans are honest men. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans. 

Eva. Where is mine host ? 

Host, What is the matter, sir ? 

Eva, Have a*care of your entertainments : there is m 
friend o' mine come to town, tells me, there is thr69 
cozen eermans, that has cozened all the hosts of Read- 
ings, of Maidenhead, of Coleorook, of horses and money. 
I tell you for g^od-will, look you : you are wise, and full 
of gibes, and vlouting-stogs ; and 'tis not convenient yoa 
should be cozened: Fare you well. [Exit^ 

£3] Joho Ftuit, coBiDODly called Doctor iTattituB, vat a (rmnM. 8TUBY. ' 
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Enter Doctor Caius. 

Catm. Verc is mine Host de JarUrwe ? 

Host, Here, master doctor, id perplexity, and dooMbl 
dilemma. 

Caius. \ cannot tell vat is dat : But it is tell-a me, dat 
you make grand preparation for a duke de Jarmany : by 
my trot, derc is no duke, dat de court is know to come : 
1 tell you for good vill : adieu. IJf^' 

Host, Hue and cry, villain, go : — asswt dm, kD^flit ; 
I am undone : — fly, run, hue any cry, villain ! I am on- 
done ! [ElxtufU Hosi a$kd Baud. 

Fad. \ would, all the world might be cozened ; ibr I 
have been cozened, and beaten too. If it should come to 
the ear of the court, how I have been transformed, and 
how my transformation hath been washed and codgefed, 
they would melt me out of my fat, drop by drop, and ti* 
quor fishermen^s boots with me ; 1 warrant, they would 
whip me with their fine wits, till I was aa crest-^len 
as a dried pear. I never prospered since*! forswore 
myself at primero. Well, if my wind were but long 
enough to say my prayers, 1 would repent.— 

Enter Mrs. Qjuicklv. 
Now ! whence come you ? 

Qtiic. From the two parties, forsooth. 

Fal. The devil take one party, and hia dam the other, 
and so they shall be both bestowed ! I have suffered more 
for their sakes, more, than the villanous inconstancy of 
man*8 disposition is able to bear. 

Quic. And have not they suffered ? YeSi I warrant ; 
epeciously one of them ; mistress Cord, good heart, is 
beaten black and blue, that yoa cannot see a white spot 
about her. ^ 

Fal. What telVst thou me of black and blue?! was 
beaten myself into all the colours of the rainbow ; and I 
wa<« like to be. apprehended for the ifiMl of Brentford ; 
hut that my admirable dexterity of wit, my counterfeiting 
•tne actions of an old woman, deUver'd me, the knave 
constable had set me i* the vtocks, i' the common stocks, 
for a witch. 

Quic. Sir, let me speak with you in your chamber : 
you shall hear how things go ; and, 1 warrant, to your 
content Here is a letter will say somewhat. Good 
hearts, what ado is here to bring you together ! Sure, 
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of you does not serre heaven well, that you are so crossed.' 
fal. Come up into my chamber. [fkeiw/. 

SCENE VI. 

Another Room in the Garter Inn. Enter FcifTON and Hott. 

Hott. Master Fenton talk not to me ; my mind is hea- 
vy, I will give over all 

fhit. Yet hear me speak : Assist me in my purpose. 
And, as 1 am a gentleman, I'll give thee 
A hundred pound in gold, more than your loss. 

Host, 1 will bear you, master Fenton ; and I will, at the 
leafit, keep your counsel. 

Fent, From time to time I have acquainted you 
"With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page ; 
Who^ mutually, hath answered my affection 
(So far forth as herself might be her chooser) 
Even to my wish : I have a letter from her 
Of such contents as you will wonder at ; 
The mirth whereof's so larded with my matter. 
That neither, singly, can be manifested, 
Without the show of both ; wherein fat Falstaff 
Hath a great scene : the image of the jest 

[lowing the letter, 
V\\ show you here at large. Hark, good mine host : 
To-night at Heme's oak, just 'twixt twelve and one, 
Must my sweet Nan present the ^ry queen ; 
The purpose why, is here ; in which disguise, 
While other jests are something rank on foot, 
Her father hath commanded her to slip 
Away with Slender^ and with him at Eton 
Immediately to marry ; she hath consented : 
Now, sir, • 

Her mother, even strong aeainst that match, 
And firm for doctor Caius, hath appointed 
That he shall ttewise shuffle her away, 
While other sports are tasking of their minds, .< 

And at the deanery, where a priest attends. 
Straight marry her : to this her mother's plot 
She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath 

[5 J The grvat fault of this play is the frequencv of exprenioDS lo profane, tbat 
BO neeeflaJtv of preaerrioc eharaeter caa Jortify them. There are hieher lawa thajtf 
tboae of crttkino. JOUMh^ON. 

Vol. I. O 
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Made promifle to the doctor ; — Now, thiui it reate: 
Her father means she shall he all in white ; 
And in that habit, when Slender sees his time 
To take her by Uie hand, and bid her go, 
She shall go with him : — her mother hath intended. 
The better to denote her to the doctor, 
(For thej must all be mask'd and vizarded,) 
That, quaint in green, she shall be loose enrob*d. 
With ribbands pendant, flaring 'bout her head ; 
And when the doctor spies his Tantag^ ripe. 
To pinch her by the hand, and, on that token, 
The maid hath given consent to go with him. 

Hofi. Which means she to deceive ? father or mother t 

Feni. Both, my good host, to go along with me : 
And here it rests, — ^that you'D procure the vicar 
To stay for me at church, 'twizt twelve and one. 
And, in the lawful name of marrying. 
To give our hearts united ceremony. 

Host, Well, husband your device ; I'D to t||e vicar : 
Bring yoi^the maid, you shall not lack a priest 

FefU. So shall 1 evermore be bound to thee ; 
Besides, I'll make a present recompense. [fSamntf. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— ^ Rixm in the GarUr Inn. Enter Falstaff, 

and Mri» CtuicxLV. 

FaUtqgf'. 
PR'YTHEE, no more prattling ;— go.— 1*11 hold :— This 
is the third time ; I hope, good luck lies in odd numbers. 
Away, go ; they iay, there u divinity in odd numbers, 
either in nativity, chance, or death. — Away.* 

Qutc. m provide you a chain ; and I'll do what I can 
to get you a pair of horns. [Exii Mrt. Q.uicklt. 

Fal. Away, I say ; time wears : hold up your head, and 
mince. 

Enter FoRo. 
How now, master Brook ? Master Brook, the matter will 
be known to-night, or never. Be you in the Park about 
midnight, at Heme's oak, and you shall see wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, m you told 
me you had appointed ? 



\ 



■>■ 



ACT ▼. or wruDSoR. 316 

Fal. I went to her, master Brook, as you see, like a 
poor old man : but I came from her, master Brook, like 
a |»oor oKI woman. That same knave. Ford her husband^ 
hull) the finest mad devil of jealousy in him, master Brook, 
thcil over governed frenzy. *1 will tell you. — He beat me 
grievou<tly, in the shape of a woman ; for in the shape of 
man, master Brook, I fear not Goliath with a weaver^s 
beam; because 1 know also, life is a shuttle. I am io 
haste ; go along with me ; Til tell you all, master Brook. 
Since 1 plnuked geese ,** played truant, and whipped top, 
I knew not what it was to be beaten, till lately. Follow 
me : '11 tell you strange things of this knave Ford; on 
whom to-night 1 will be revenged, and i will deliver his 

wife into your hand. Follow : — Strange things in hand, 

master Brook ! follow. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Windsor Park, Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Pas^e. Come, come ; weUl couch i'the castle-ditch, till 
we see the light of our fairies. — Remember, son Slender, 
my daughter. 

Slen. Ay, forsooth ; I have spoke with her, and we 
have a nay-word, how to know one another. I come to 
her in white, and cry, mum; she cries budget; and by 
that we know one another. 

Shal. Thafs good too : but what needs either your 
mum^ or her budget ? the white will decipher her well 
enough. — It hath struck ten o'clock. 

Page, The night is dark ; light and spirits will become 
it well. Heaven prosper our sport ! No man means evil 
but the devil, and we shall know him by his horns. Let's 
away ; follow me. \Exeunt, 

SCENE 111. 

The Street in Windsor. Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, 

and Caius. 

Mrs. Page, Master doctor, my daughter is in green: 
when you see your time, take her by the hand, away 
with her to the deanery, and despatch it quickly : Go be- 
fore into the park ; we two must go together. 

Caius. I know vat 1 have to do ; Adieu. [Elxit. 

[•] To Krip ■ liTing rooee of hii featben, was formerly to act of puerile bf r- 
tarify. 6Tfi£V£N8. 
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Jlfn, Page. Fare you iieU, air.-^My husband wiU not 

I rejoice so much at the abuse of Falstaff, as he will cbaf^* at 

the doctor's marry iug my daughter : but 'tis no matter : 
I better'a little chidiog» than a great deal of heart-break. 

I Mtb. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of fairies 1 

t and the Welch devil, Hugh ? 

Mn. Page. They are aU couched in a pit, hard bj 
I Heme's oak, with obscured lights ; which, at the very 

instant of Falstaff^s and our meeting, they will at ooce 

display to the night, 
i Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose hut amaze him. 

Mrs. Page. If he be not amazed, he will be mocked | 
^ if he be amazed, he will every way be mocked. 

L Mrs. Ford. We'll betray him finely. 

I Mrs. Page. Against such lewdsters, and their iecherji 

Those that betray them do no treachery. 
* * Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on ; To the oak, to the 

k oak. [Elxeunt. 

\ SCENE IV. 

I Windsor Park. Enter Sir Hugh Evans, and Fairies, 

' ^ Eva. Trib, trib, fairies ; come ; and remember your 

parts : be pold, I pray you ; follow me into the pit ; and 
when I give the watcn-'ords, do as I pid you : Come, 

\ come ; trib, trib. [ExewU. 

SCENE V. 

Another Part of the Park. Enter Falstaff disguised, with 

a buck's'head on. 
Fal. The Windsor bell hath struck twelve ; the minute 
draws on : Now, the hot-blooded gods assist me : — Re- 
member, Jove, thou wast a bull for thy Europa ; love set 
OD thy horns.— O powerful love ! that, in some respects, 
makes a beast a man ; in some other, a man a beast.— > 
You were also, Jupiter, a swan, for the love of Leda ;— 
O, omnipotent love ! how near the god drew to the com- 
, flexion of a goose ? — A hn\t done first in the ibrm of a 
beast ; — O Jove, a beastly fault ! and then another fault 
in the semblance of a fowl ; think on% Jove ; a foul fault 
— When gods have hot backs, what shall poor men do { 
For me, I am here a Windsor stag ; and the fattest, I think, 
}' the forest : Send me a cool rut-time, Jove, or who caa 
blame me to piss my tallow ? Who comes here ? my doe ! 
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Eidtr Mru Ford tuid Mru Page. 

Mrs, Ford. Sir John ? art thou there, my deer ? mj 
male deer ? 

FaL My doe with the hlack scat ? — ^Let the sky rain 
potatoes ;^ let it thunder to the tune of Grttn Sleeves ; 
hail kissing-comfits, and snow e rinses ; let there come m 
tempest of provocation, 1 will shelter me here. 

[Emhracing her. 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page is come with me, sweetheart* 

FaL Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch : I 
will keep my sides to myself, my shoulders for the fellow 
of this walk, and my horns I bequeath to your husbands. 
Am I a woodman ? ha ! Speak I like Heme the hunter ? 
Why, now is Cupid a child of conscience ; he makes re- 
stitution. As I am a true spirit, welcome ! [i/Voite Ttithin, 

Mrs. Page, Alas ! what noise ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins ! 

FaL What should this be ? 

Mrs. Ford, Mrs. Page. Away, away. [Tfiey rtm vff. 

FaL I think the devil will not have me damned, lest 
the oil that is in me should set hell on fire : he would 
never else cross me thus. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, like a satyr ; Mrs. Quickly, and 
Pistol ; Anne Page, as ike Fairy Qff«en, attended by 
her Brother and others^ dressed like Fairies^ wUk sdotcm 
tapers on their htads. 

Qiitc. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, 
You moon-shine revellers, and shades of night, 
You Ouphen heirs of fixed destiny. 
Attend your office, and your quality. — 
Crier Hobgoblin, make the Fairy o-yes. 

Pist. Elves, list your names ; — silence, yon airy toys, — 
Cricket^ to Windsor chimneys shalt thou leap : 
Where fires thou find'st unrak'd, and hearths unswept. 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry :* 
Our radiant queen hates sluts, and sluttery. 

FaL They are fairies : he, that speaks to them, shall die : 
I'll wink and couch : No man their works must eye. 

[Lies down upon his face. 

Eva. Where's Pede ? — Go you, and where you find a 
That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said, [maid« 

[7] /'r./n(if t, when tbey wer« tint introduced iuto Eoclaod, were nuppoMCl to to 
itroDS provoettiTts. [8] The Mf frmy b the -rkmiUktrrg. 8Tfi£ V. 
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Raise np the organs of her fitntas^ ; 

Sleep she as sound as careless in&ocy ; 

But those that sleep, and think not on their sins, 

Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides, and ahiiw. 

Qutc. About, about ; 
Search Windsor castle, elves, within and out : 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred romn ; 
That it may stand till the perpetual doom. 
In state as wholesome, as in state 'tis fit ; 
Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 
The several chairs of order look you scour 
With juice of balm,* and every precious flower: 
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest. 
With loyal blazon, evermore be blest ! 
And nightly, meadow-fairies, look, you sing. 
Like to the Garter's compass, in a ring : 
The expressure that it bears, green let it be. 
More fertile-fresh than all the field to see ; 
And, Honi $ait qui mal y pente, write. 
In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and white ; 
Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery. 
Buckled below fair knight hood's bending knee ; 
Fairies use flowers for their charactery.* 
Away ; disperse : But, till 'tis one o'clock. 
Our dance of custom, round about the oak 
Of Heme the hunter, let us not forget 

Eva, Pray you, lock hand in hand ; yourselves in order 
And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be, [set s 

To g^ide our measure round about the tree. 
But, stay ; I smell a man of middle earth.' 

Fed. Heavens defend me from that Welch fiury ! lest h% 
transform me to a piece of cheese ! 

PisL Vile worm, thou wast o'er-look'd even in thy birth* 

Quic. With trial-fire touch me his finger-end : 
If he be chaste, the flame will back descend, 
And turn him to no pain ; but if he start. 
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[8] It wM u article of our aocjeot luxury, to rub Ubl«a, fcc. with araowtie 
Wdj iftferott ut. tbit the Roanoi did Uie nne, to drive awaj •▼{] mirit*. 

STEEVENa 

(9] CUraderf—Tor tbe matter witb which tbef mike Ifltterti JOHNSON. 
kuUokar, in hia " EofliBh Szpoaitor improved by R. Browne.** aiya OuX cA«rae- 
ttijr ii •* a writiof: by character* io ttraose marks.** lo 1588 was ftrinted— ** CA«- 
raderjr, an arte of ahorte, iwift, and secrete writinK, by clwreeter. Invented hf 
Timochie Brighte, doctor of Phisike ** This seems to bav« been tbe flnt book apca 
■hort-haod writing printed Id England DOUCE. 

[1] epirits are suppo^eii to iohsbit tbe ethereal rifioos, and fbirlMla d«tD i» 
der frouad { mea era therefore in a middle iUUsd. J0HII80H. 
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It is the flesh of a corrupted heart 

Pist, A trial, come. [They bum him with their taptn. 

Eva, Come, will this wood take fire. 

Fal, Oh, oh, oh ! 

Qiiic. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire !— ^ 
About him, feines ; sing a scornful rhyme : 
And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time. 

Eva. It is right ; indeed, he is full of lecheries and 
iniquity. 

SONG. 

Fye on sinful phantasy ! 

Fye on lust and luxury ! 

Lust is but a bloody fire. 

Kindled Tsnth unchaste desire^ 

Fed in heart; whose flames aspire ^ 

As thoughts do blow them^ higher and higher. 

Pinch him^ fairies j mutually ; 

Pinch him for his villany ; 
Pinch him, and bum him, and turn him about^ 
Till candles, and star-light, and moon-shine be out. 

During this song, the Fairies pinch Falstaff. Dr, Caius 
fiomes one way, and steals away a Fairy in green ; Sle!?- 
DER another way, and takes ^ a Fairy in white ; and 
FENToif comes, and steals away Mrs, Aitne Page. A 
noise of hunting is made within. All the Faifjfi run 
away, Falstaff pulls (iff his buck's-head, and rues. 

Enter Paoi, Ford, Mrs, Page, and Mrs. Ford. They lay 

hold on him. 

Page, Nay, do not fly : I think, we have watchM you now : 
Will none but Heme the hunter serve your turn ? 

Mrs, Page. I pray you, come ; hold up the jest no higher: 
— Now, good sir John, how like you Windsof wives ? 
— See you these, husband ? do not these fair yokes 
Become the forest better than the town ? 

Ford. Now, sir, who's a cuckold now ? — Master Brook, 
Falstafi^s a knave, a cuckoldly knave ; here are his horns, 
master Brook : And, master Brook, he hath enjoyed no- 
thing of Ford's but his buck-basket, his cudgel, and 
twenty pounds of money ; which must be paid to master 
Brook ; his horses are arrested for it, master Brook. 

Mrs, Ford, Sir John, we have had ill luck ; we could 
never meet. I will never take you for my love agaiiiy 
but I will always count you my deer. 
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FaL I do t'egia to perceive that I am made an ass. 

Ftrd. Ay, and an ox too ; both the proofs are extant. 

Fal, And these are not fairies ? 1 was three or four 
times in the thouglit, (hey were not fairies ; and yet the 
guiltiness of my mind, the sudden surprise of my powers, 
drore the grossness of the foppery into a received belief, 
in despight of the teeth of all rbym^ and reason, that the j 
"were fairies. See now, how wit may be made a jack-a- 
lent, when 'tis upon ill employment ! 

'Eva, Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and leave your de- 
lires, and fairies will not pinse ]wa. 

Ford. Well said, fairy Hugh. . 

£va. And leave your jealousies too, I pray yoa. 

Fard, I will never mistrust my wife again, till thou art 
able to woo her in good English. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the .sun, and dried it, that 
it wants matter to prevent so gross 9'er-reaching as this ? 
^Am I ridden with a Welch goat too ? Shall 1 have a cox- 
comb of frize ?* 'tis time 1 were choked with a piece of 
toasted cheese. 

Eva. Seese is not good to give putter ; your pelly is 
all potter. 

FaL Seese and putter ! have I lived to stand at the taunt 
of one that makes fritters of English ? This is enough to 
be the decay of lust and late-waUdng, through the realm. 

^r$. Page. Why, sir John, do you think, though we would 
have thrust virtue out of our hearts, by the head and shoul- 
ders, and have given ourselves without scrufle to hell, 
that ever the devil could have made you our delight ? 

Ford. What, a hodge-pudding ? a bag of flax ? 

Mrt. Page. A puffed man ? 

Page. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable entrails ? 

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan ? 

Page, And as poor as Job ? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, and 
sack, and wine, and metheglins, and to drinkings, and 
swearings, and starings, pribbles, and pn^bles ? 

Fal. Well, I am your theme : you have the start of 
me ; I am dejected ; 1 am not able to answer the Welch 
flannel :• ignorance itself is a plummet o'er me : use me 
as you will. 

fiWJr-^' ^J^L* ^P i"**^ ^ ^«lch materiala. Wales waf fainoua for this cMk 
STlbEY. [ajMHiMfwMori^iHaijtteBuiufteturaorWtin. BTfilT. 
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Ford, Marry, sir, we'll bring you to Windsor, to one 
master Brook, that you have cozened of money, to whom 
you should have been a pander : over and above that 
you have suffered, I think, to repay that money will bo a 
biting affliction. 

Mrs. Ford, Nay, husband, let that go to make amends ; 
Forgive that sum, and so well all be frieRds. 

I'ord. Well, here's my hand ; all's forgiven at last. 

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight : thou shalt eat a pos- 
set to-night at my house ; where I will desire thee to 
laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee : Tell her, 
master Slender hath married her daughter/ 

Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that : if Anne Page be WJ 
daughter, she is, by this, doctor Caius' wife. [Jbide. 

Enter Slender. 

Slen. Whoo, ho ! ho ! father Page ! 

Page, Son ! how now ? how now, son ? have you des- 
patched ? 

Slen. Despatched ! — I'll make the best in Gloucester* 
shire know on't ; would 1 were hanged, la, else. 

Page. Of what, son ? 

Slen, I came yonder at Eton to marry mistress Anne 
Page, and she's a great lubberly boy : If it had not been i' 
the church, I would have swinged him, or be should have 
swinged me. If I did not think it had been Anns. Page, 
would I might never stir, and 'tis a post-master's Kiy. 

Page, Upon my life, then, you took the wrong. 

Slen, What need you tell me that ? I think so, when I 
took a boy for a girl : If I had been married to him, for all 
he was in woman's apparel, I would not have had him. 

Page, Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell vou^ 
how you should know my daughter by her gnnnents i 

Slen, I went to her in white, and cri'd mum, and she 
cri'd budget y as Anne and I had appointed ; and yet it was 
not Anne, but a post-master's boy. 

Eva. Jeshu ! Master Slender, cannot you see but 
marry boys ? 

Page. O, I am vexed at heart : What shall I do ? 

Mrs, Page. Good George, be not angry : I knew of yonr 
purpose ; turned my daughter into green ; and, indeed, 
she is now with the doctor at the deanery, and there married. 

l4] The two plota tre excellently cooMcted, aod the traniitioa verf artfuUy 
made io thn spe«cli. JOHNSON. 

21 Vol. I. 2 



62$ MERRY WIVES OF WlfTpSOR, ATT ▼, 

Enter Caius. 

Caius, Vere is mistrusts Page ? By ^, I am cozened ; 
I ha' married tin garcon^ a boy ; un paitan, by gar, a boy ; 
it lit not Anne Page : by gar, i am cozened. 

Mrs. Fapre. Why, did you take her in green ? 

Caius. Ay, be gar, and 'tis a boy : be gar, Til raise all 
Windsor. [ Ejrit Caius. 

Ford. This is strange : Who hath got the right Anne ? 

Page. My heart misgives me : Here comes master 
Fenton. 

Enter Fenton and Akae Page. 
How now, master Fenton i 

Anne. Pardon, good father ! good my mother, pardon 1 

Poff. Now, inistresti, how chance you went not with 
master Slender / 

Mrs. Page. Why wont yon not with master doctor, maid ? 

Fent. You do amaze her : H(;ar the truth of it. 
You would have married her most shametijlly, 
Where there was no proportion held in love. 
The truth is, she and 1, long since contracted, 
Are now so sure, that nothing can dissolve us. 
The offence is holy, that she hath committed : 
And this deceit loses the name of craft, 
Of disobedience, or unduteous titlr ; 
Since therein she doth cviatc :iiul .<<lnin 
A thoWUid irreligious cursed huurs, 
Which'ferced marriage would liave brjuglit upon her. 

Ford. Stand not amaz'd : here i*^ no remedy : — 
In love, the heavens themselves do guide the state ; 
Money buys lands, and wives arc soKI by fate. 

Fal. I am glad, though you have taV'n a special stand 
to strike at me, that your arrow halh glanced. 

Page. Well, what remedy ! Fenton, heaven give then 
What cannot be eschew- d, mu>*t be enibracM. [joy 1 

Fal. W^hen night-dogs run, all yort? of deer are cliac'i!. 

Eva. I will dance and eat plums at your woddiiis^. 

Mrs. Pa. Well, I will muse no funlier : — Master Fcnto^^ 
Heaven give you many, many merry days I — 
Good husband, let us every one go home. 
And laugh this sport o'er by a country lire ; 
^ir John and all. 

Ford. Let it be so : — Sir John, 
To master Brook you yet shall hold yonr worJ ; 
for he, to-night, shall lie with mistress Ford. [UxeKit;, 
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